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AN IDEAL DEVICE. 





PREVENTS THE NECKTIE FROM SLIPPING UP THE COLLAR. EVERY MAN 
SHOULD HAVE ONE, j 
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Dogs. 


A collection of humorous drawings by the famous 
“CHIP,” so well known in the columns of Lire and 
Large Quarto, 9%x12, on plate paper, 
handsomely bound. 


elsewhere 


Price, $1.00. 


“Chip’s” Old Wood Cuts. 


Another collection of quaint and amusing sketches 
by F. P. W. BELLEW (“Chip”). Large Quarto, 
9% x12, on plate paper, handsomely bound. 

Price, $1.00. 


For sale by all booksellers, or will be sent postpaid to any addres 
on receipt of price by the publishers. ; 


R. H. Russell & Son, 33 Rose St.. 


—_——_] 


The Christmas N umber 


OF 


Lire: 


For 1895. 











HIS exceptionally attrac 


tive issue will be proj 








Is) 

i Schack, F. T: Richards, Kemble, and other 
of Lire’s leading artists, and will contain an original 
Christmas story by 7. A. Mitchell, which, with other 
satirical and humorous matter, will render Christmas 
Lire for 1895 one of the most brilliant of the season's 


periodicals. Cover in gold and colors. 


36 pages of richly illustrated matter for 25 cents. 
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Winter Underwear 


THE GLOVE REVOLUTION 

Traditions are nowhere, precedents do not 
We have simply overturned the ways and means of 
Glove getting and Glove selling. 


direct attention 


to their large assortments of 


Result: Good Gloves, Very Desiabie Artiows 


‘*CARTWRIGHT & WARNER’S”’ 


Celebrated Manufacture 


Jor Men, Women and Children. 


HOSIERY. 
Ladies’ Silk Hose, Plain, Open- 
work and Embroidered Fronts. 


Men’s Silk Half Hose 





Jor Evening Wear, Plain and Em- 


broidered Fronts. 


Children’s Silk Hose and Socks 


for Dancing School and Evening 


Wear. 





Ladies’ Knit Skating Jackets. 
Men’s Bicycle Hose. 


GLOVES. 
Broadway KH 19th ot. 


NEW YORK. 





warranted Gloves, at the prices you are asked all around town 
for the mean, slimpsy sorts. We go to Grenoble, or wherever 
else Gloves are best made, buy direct from the makers, bring 
the goods straight to our counters and pass them to you with 
only a shaving of profit added. 


suitable tor 


Holiday Gifts 


consisting in part of 





HOLIDAY GLOVES 


In the history of this House nothing to | 
compare with what we are doing. Direct 
from the Grenoble manufacturers to our | 
patrons in New York. 

At 82%c—Those thin, beautiful, evening kid 
Gloves, silk embroidered back, rounded cor- 
ners, 4 pearl buttons. 

At 82e—Dogskin, Pique Gloves, spearback 
embroidered, very strong, in tansand English | 
reds, 

At $1—Our celebrated ‘‘ Dollar” Gloves. In- 
teresting to every Glove wearer. We have | 
them in every shade, in small stitchings and 
heavy Derby stitchings, pearl buttons and 
clasps. | 

At $1.50—The Souveraine Gloves, made of 
the choicest select kid leather. As good as 
any $2 Glove we hear of. 

The Russia. Of genuine Russian leather. 
Reliable; strongest glove made. Stitched | 
just asa saddle is stitched, with big clasps | 
and heavy Derby embroidery, $1 50. 

Natural red Russia and dyed black. 

The Wear Well. Nobbiest and Sportiest Glove | 
in America. Made of Dogskin. saddle- | 
stitched and_back-stitched, with clasps or | 
buttons, in English reds, tans, pearls and 
whites, $1.50. | 

The Souveraine Evening Gloves, made of Suede 
Kid, 12-button length, $%.35;  16-button | 
length, $2 65; 20-button length, $3. 


| 7 yds. all wool plaid Novelty, $3.75. 


Leatherette box (imitation of crushed 
Levant) with a miniature ornament, will 
be given with every purchase of more than 
2 pairs of Gloves. 
DRESS PATTERNS 

Notwithstanding the great selling of the 
past week, there are still over 300 styles in 
the assortment. The lengths are based on 
the width of the goods, and are ample fora 
generous dress. Prices are ali below reg- 
ular : 


Bric-a-Brac, Lamps 
and Lamp Shades 
Gold and T 
Silver Jewelry, Fans, f 
Leather Goods 
Sterling Silver 
Toilet Articles 
Umbrellas, Canes, 
Gloves, Scarfs 
Real Lace Articles. 


West 23d St 


('HESE IN NEAT BOXES. 

to yd, pattern wool mixed Novelty, $2.50. 

10 yds all wool Novelty Suitings $3. 

8% yd. pattern French Serge combined boucle, 
ro Stvles, $3.50. 

8% yd. pattern serge with silk mixed Novelty, 
15 Styles, $3.50, 





834 yd. pattern Henrietta, with silk-and-wool 
Novelty, ro styles, $4. 
7 yd. pattern silk mixed Suiting, $4.25. 
7% yds. Jacquard Novelty with caniche, $5 ; 
others, $5 50 to $7. 
THESE PRETTILY BANDED, 
pattern fine wool Cashmere, $1.75. 
pattern all wool Cheviot, $2.75. 
pattern fine Henrietta, $2.50. 
pattern.irridescent Novelty, $2.95. 
pattern superfine Henrietta, $3. 
pattern storm Serge, $4. 
pattern, 52 in., Ladies’ Cloth, $5.25. 


8 yd. 
10 yd. 
to yd. 
8 yd. 
8 yd. 
8 yd. 

7 yd. 
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d s ‘* DICKSON RESENTS YOUR PITCHING INTO THE DEVIL, BISHOP.” 
Jade ‘© ON WHAT GROUND?” 
‘SAYS IT DOESN’T DO TO ANTAGONIZE PEOPLE WE MAY HAVE TO ASK FAVORS OF IN THE FUTURE.” 





ns, § 
THE ORIGINAL ONE. 
oods DAM had slept too long. like himself, yet strangely different. His surprise increased. 
He felt sure of it as he stretched himself, yawned,and For some moments he was speechless. Then: 
rose with a heavy sensation in his head and a lightness “What are you?” he gasped. 
icles round his stomach, to take a turn about the garden. The unusual creature smiled. 
| But, suddenly, he doubted whether he was yet awake. She picked a loose hair off one of his shoulders, com- 
There, in front of him, was an animal he had never seen _ pared it with his wild, unkempt locks and smiled again. 
before. He thought it was an animal. But it was strangely “Tam the New Woman,” she said. 
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Pe” HY do the protectionists rage and sundry of 


the Republican Congressmen imagine a 
vain thing. It is true that Ambassador Bayard 
said some indiscreet things in his Edinburgh ad- 
dress, but his indiscretion was by no means so 
great either in kind or in degree as to warrant all 
the rumpus that has been raised over it. It was 
ey the indiscretion of a man with a full mind seek- 
~mescor |ing to impart the largest possible amount of 
Fin a truth on a certain subject to an audience of his 

fellow-creatures, There was no malice in it, 
and it did no harm. It set forth what Mr. Bayard con- 
ceives to have been the effect of a certain species of tax- 
ation on the people of the country where the most 
interesting and extensive modern experiments in that sort 
of taxation have been made. It gave a young man from 
Boston a chance to demonstrate the exuberance of his fancy 
and to get his portrait in the newspapers, and it gave some of 
the more virulent enemies of the administration a chance to 
raise a howl. These opportunities being duly and diligently 
improved, the incident will doubtless make its way on and 
out into the limbo of overworked sensations. 
* * * 


UR lively and ubiquitous fellow-7 
townsman, Mr. Anthony Comstock,’ ¢j, 


named Benson, the other day, 
| = on a charge of having 


GS solicited subscriptions and 

agents for anew maga- 

0 zine which he 
had no intention 

a of publishing. It 

is obvious to 


everyone that 


arrested and arraigned a man 


there are more than enough magazines just now, and that 
anyone who proposes to start a new one is fit meat for 
justice. It would appear, however, that such infirmity 
of purpose as deterred Benson from actually getting his 
magazine out is so far from being criminal that it ought to 
be regarded as a mitigation of his offence. An example of 
clemency in Benson’s case might be useful. 


OLONEL INGERSOLL has not been converted, and 

his lecture business is better than usual. In some 
places where he discourses some of the local clergymen 
object to the display of his pictures, and use their local in- 
fluence to have them suppressed. That is not the way to 
deal with Colonel Bob. He thrives on that sort of sup- 
pression. Let him alone, reverend brethren. Persecution 
will help him as much as it would help you. It’s a mistaken 
policy for you, especially for those of you who are Protestants, 
to make any suggestion of an attempt to hinder free speech. 


* * * 
UST now when Democratic victories are somewhat 
J scarce it is worth noting that Mr. Josiah Quincy has 
been elected Mayor of Boston by an unexpectedly large 
majority to succeed a very good Republican, who was a can- 
didate for re-election. There is no one in American politics 
who at all resembles Mr. Quincy. He is not emotional, nor 
convivial, nor maghetic. He does not chew tobacco like 
Mayor Strong and many other worthy men; he is not a 
jingo, and he has no Celtic blood in him. Nevertheless he 
will make Boston a good Mayor, and will probably go out of 
office with a reputation so much expanded as to make it 
interesting to know what it will seem good to him to do next. 
* * * 


R. AHLWARDT, 
who has come to 
this country from Ger- 
many to stir up bad blood be- 
tween the Jews and the other 
Americans, has undertaken a 
difficult job. The Jews give 
great offense in Germany and 
in Russia because of their great 
success in trade. But a large 
proportion of the Russians are 
ignorant and stupid, and it is 
possible that. the Germans, 
though by no means ignorant, 
es are more deliberate in their 
v We mental processes than some other peoples. 
%¢ 4% It is not unlikely that Dr. Ahlwardt 
will find that the Americans are less in 
need of his warning than he supposes, and that he may 
derive more valuable information from his visit here than he 
imparts. 





* * * 


on SMITH of Barnard College says, or is reported 

as saying, that the great difference between Barnard 
and Girton is that girls who graduate at Barnard get degrees, 
whereas graduates of Girton, however: distinguished in 
scholarship, are ‘hampered all through life by having to 
explain why they have no degree.” No doubt that is incon- 
venient for the Girton maids, but their embarrassment is as 
nothing compared to what would cover some of our young 
male Bachelors of Arts if they had to explain how it hap- 
pened that the degrees they hold were ever conferred upon 
them. 
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BELINDA’S POOR TASTE. fy 
ELINDA’S at the corner— Belinda smiles sedately, Ut 
The street is like a stream ; And when across she scoots : 
The chappies’ eyes upon her The chappies view irately, 
With expectation beam. Belinda’s rubber boots. 





FUN IN CAMBRIDGE. 


| geebhernaed COLLEGE may occupy 

a back seat in athletics but she is 
well to the front in vivisection, and it is 
evident Professor Porter and his students 
have jolly times at the medical school. 
Here are a few scraps from his own record 
of indoor sports : ; ; Ay 

Exp. LXVI. Nov. 20, 1894. Rabbit, yj _ 
lightly narcotized with ether. Left f 
phrenic nerve was seized near the first rib 
and torn out of the chest. * * * [I / 
have made such experiments on thirteen 
rabbits and one dog, and the result has 
always been the same. 

Exp. I. Dec. 19, 1893. The fourth ventricle was laid bare YS : 
in a large, lightly chloralized rabbit, and the floor of the left oS Y, y 
side of the median line burned away with small hot glass beads. Res- WE: Uitvl i“ a 
piration continued on both sides, in spite of repeated cauterization. 

Exp. LI. May 3, 1894. At 10.30 a middle-sized dog received 0.2 gr. 
morphia. Half an hour later the left half of the spinal cord was severed. * * * 
Animal being loosed, showed a paralysis on the left side. 

And every lover of animals will be glad to hear that ‘‘at 4.30 the dog was SNIDE TALKS WITH GIRLS. 
bound again and the abdomen opened.” BY RUTH MASHMORE. 

Good for you, Professor! You did a clever thing. And just think what you B! RDIE B., Bloomingdale—I would certainly advise ice- 
have contributed to human knowledge! cream for the neck and arms rather than mucilage, 

You have demonstrated conclusively that science can make life an inex- which on some people seems to cause a sticky skin. (2) It 
pressible Hell for any friendless animal that comes your way. is not considered good form to eat soup with a sponge. 
ee Trilby A. J.—Alwaystoein. Queen Victoria does so, it is 
said, and there is no reason why you should not acquire it in 
time. (2) Kerosene is not a popular flavoring for frozen- 
pudding. Try Vaseline next time. Thank you for your 
: ' BY; kind words. i 
Ss gstag | ' Perplexed Fiancée—Cobble stones are hardly the ap- 

_ ‘y propriate stones for engagement rings. (2) Never use soft | 

coal on your.face. I myself prefer sandpaper and whipped t 
cream twice a week. (3) If a married man gives you a kiss, 
give it back immediately. 

Quite a Young Thing, Boston—It is not customary in j 
the best society to eat pie with a ladle. Use your eye- 
glasses,or sugar-tongs. (2) A married lady would have 
‘« Mrs. John Smith ” on her cards unless her name happened 
to be Mrs. Ami Green. 

Mrs. A. J. J.—Turkey-red calling-cards are no longer in 
vogue east of the Rocky Mountains. (2) There would be i 
no impropriety whatever when calling to ask for a drink of 
water—that is, except in Kentucky. (3) I have never had 
my picture taken. 

Bright Eyes and Others—I agree with you, my dears, that 
a homely girl is infinitely more attractive to the average man 
than a pretty one. (2) If itis to be an evening wedding in 
church, the bridesmaids should wear vari-colored bicycle 
suits, cut decolleté and en traine, and should carry red 
lights. (3) I’m proud to call you ‘* My Girls.” 

S. M. C.—Send ten cents in stamps and five dollars for 
postage for a copy of the Novembuary number of the ‘‘ Old 

ART NOTE. Ladies’ Home Journal,” containing Miss Mashmore’s article 
THE HANGING COMMITTEE UNANIMOUSLY DECIDED TO PLACE HIM ON- on ‘‘ Howto be Homely Though Pretty.” Thank you for 
THE LINE. your kind words. 


‘*‘WAIT THERE AND I’LL BRING YOU SOME SANDWICHES.” 
‘ THANK YER, LADY; SHALL I HOLD DE KID FER YE?” 
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| HAVE always remembered ‘A Kentucky 

Cardinal” by James Lane Allen as one of 
the books that added to the beauty of a quiet 
life and the poetry of ordinary surroundings. 
His continuation of that story in ‘‘ Aftermath” 
(Harpers) takes one back to the old house and 
garden in the quiet Kentucky town. The love 
story is resumed where he left it—with Geor- 
giana still sitting by her window sewing, and 
Adam watching her from his neighboring 
garden. 

There never was a quainter, more delicate 
wooing than that of the shy naturalist who 
never thought to have his reveries disturbed 
until Georgiana came. The perfect simplicity 
of all the episodes, the gentleness of spirit and 
the old-time courtesy, the poetry of it all with 
a gleam of humor on almost every page—these 
are qualities that ought to attract, even by their 
novelty alone, in a time when fiction mostly 
hopes to call attention to itself by lurid and 
bloody episodes, or overwrought emotion. 

The quality that is most prominent in the 
whole book is dignity, even the pathos is digni- 
fied, and how seldom can that be said ! 

# % % 

Sais people concerned in the evolution of 

‘* A House-Boat on the Styx” (Harpers) 
ought to felicitate each other on their luck— 
Mr. Bangs on having such an illustrator, and 
Mr. Newell on having such admirable text for 
his purposes. Mr. Bangs has had many humor- 
ous ideas, but this organization of the shades 
of the Immortals in Hades into a House-Boat 
Club is the most original. The possibility of 
bringing Noah and Barnum into a personal 
dispute about the relative merits of their 
menageries is enough to excite laughter, with- 
out the actual dialogue. 











A LAY FIGURE, 


Re WSO WIA 


SS “Tow Wate 95— 


ee 


‘*IT MAY HAVE BEEN FOOLISH TO SWIPE DE NEW WOoOMAN’S BLOOMERS, BUT DEY 
COME IN WELL SINCE I SAT ON DAT PIZEN IVY.” 








The humorous possibilities of a discussion 
between Shakespeare and Tennyson, Dr. 
Johnson and Artemus Ward, Queen Elizabeth 
and Xantippe are self-evident. In other words 
Mr. Bangs puts the reader in a humorous 
attitude before he begins to read—and that is 
half the battle. 

Mr. Newell's illustrations are unique in 
method, and full of humor. You return again 
and again to them to have another laugh. 

x # * 

—— the many handsome editions of 

books, new and old, for the holiday season, 
none is more notable than the ‘‘ Uncle Remus” 
with more than too illustrations by A. B. 
Frost. (Appleton). To have a classic inter- 
preted with pictures that are as original as the 
text is a rareoccurrence. Mr. Frost has added 


one more delight to Uncle Remus and that is 
a great achievement. 

Other illustrated editions worthy of comment 
and praise are the Buckthorne edition of Irving’s 
‘* Tales of a Traveller” (Putnam) each page of 
which is framed in an illuminated border ; 
White’s ‘‘ Selborne” (Appleton) with many 
beautiful landscape illustrations by Clifford 
Johnson, and a sympathetic introduction by 
John Burroughs; Miss Mitford’s ‘*‘ Country 
Stories ” (Macmillan) with quaint pen-and-ink 
sketches by George Morrow; and Alfred Par- 
sons’s beautiful Japan pictures with his own 
text—‘‘ Notes on Japan ” (Harpers). Droch. 


FOR A CHANGE. 
ID you go to church yesterday?” 
“No; I slept at home.” 
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INTERRUPTED. 


THE CAKE WALK 


ERS DAT DE SECOND PRIZE IN DE CAKE WALK, A LARGE 


MY LISTEN 
I DON’T WISH TO CAST ASPERSIONS ON DE ASSEMBLY BY SAYING WHO IS 


*TIS WITH PAIN DAT I HAB TO ANNOUNCE TO 


The Pastor: 
SUGAR HAM, HAB DISAPPEARED SINCE DE CEREMONIES BEGAN, 


DE CULPRIT, BUT I HAB MY ’SPICIONS. 
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WHERE THE MISTLETOE GROWS. 


From the Chronicles of Psattichus. 


THE THEORIST WHO STRUCK A PRACTICAL WORLD. 





Daily. Circulation 673,981 per day. Wants reprinted in 
the Evening Edition free of charge. 


HERE was once a man born a full-blown theorist. LESSON. 
Truth was his specialty, and he went around taking If you press a virtue too hard in this world, you can't tell 


the varnish off things, always telling 
the depressing truth when an ex- 
hilarating lie would have done just as 
well. 

His companions found him as en- 
tertaining asa game of double-dummy 
whist. 

One day Aphrodite appeared to him. 
“ Am I not the fairest thing that e’er 
your eyes beheld ?”’ she said. 

He was compelled to admit that she 
was. 

“ Will you not be my husband fro 
tem?” continued the Goddess, turn- 
ing the full battery of her love-lit eyes 
upon him. 

‘Not on your celebrated statue 
from Melos,” replied our Vender of 
Veracity. “E Pluribus Unum does 
well enough for the motto of a country, 
but when applied to husbands, I must 
decline with thanks.” 


The last clause gave the incensed 
Goddess an idea, and she hurled her 
curse upon him, striking him Truthless. 











what kind of den it will seek refuge in. 
H. W Phillips. 





TO A DIVINELY GREEN COW. 
NDER a turgid sky of autumn day, 
Against a sunset reveling in tone, 
Beside a scraggy stack of purple hay, 
O most divine green cow! you stand 


, alone, 
' | And munch on grasses, red and blue and 
pink, 
And every color save a simple green. 
Tell me, sweet one, in calfhood did you 
think 
That some day by a man you would 
be seen 


Who had chromato-pseudo-bléphis, eh ? 
And that you'd be a picture by Monet ? 





MITH: Hello, Jones, you are just 
| ¥ ‘the man I wanted to see. I 
| Ue wanted to tell you a remarkable stor 
Ca “ 
as JONES: Go ahead. 
a Te (Smith tells his story.) 
ART TERMS. JONES: Smith, is that so or did you 
AN EVENING EFFECT. read itin the Su ? 
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IN NEW AMSTERDAM. 


THE HOLIDAY SEASON 
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PEOPLE YOU HAVE 
HEARD OF. 


HE young man 

who cast his eye 

on a young lady com- 

ing out of church has 

had it replaced, and 

now sees as well as 
ever. 

The man who could 
not trust his feelings, 
is supposed to do busi- 
ness on a cash prin- 
ciple. 

The lady who went 
off in hysterics, came 
back on the L. road. 


The gentleman who 
went too far in an 
argument was brought 
home on a stretcher. 


The man who wres- 
tled with adversity, 
wore out the knees of 
his trousers and got 
worsted. 

The man who 
jumped up on the spur 
of the moment, was 
soon glad to sit down 
again. 

The girl who burst 
into tears has been put 
together. 


The young man who 
flew into a passion has 
had his wings clipped. 

The young man who 
was taken by surprise 
has returned. 

The man who paint- 
ed the signs of the 
times, is now out of a 
job. 

It is rumored that 
distance lent enchant- 
ment to the view and 
now the view refuses 
to return it. 

The man who was 
moved to tears com- 
plains of the damp- 
ness of the premises 
and wishes to be 
moved back again. 














IS THIS TO BE}THE | 


THE A 


TING HORSE IS BECOMING POPULAR 


TAP Saute 


BE |THE RESULT? 


AR WIR THE ARISTOCRACIES OF EUROPE.—Exchange. 




























FEATURES OF A WEEK. 


F what avail is all Sir Henry Irving’s art when 
everything that he does is marred by bad 
elocution? It is hard to de- 
termine whether with longer 
acquaintance we are becoming 
more critical, or Sir Henry is 
growing less intelligible as the 
years goon. Certainitis that 
sitting even within easy dis- 
tance of the stage the auditor 
loses not only words but entire 
sentences of the text. 

Both in“ Don Quixote” and 
in “A Story of Waterloo,” 
this defect is a sad 
blot on performances 
otherwise most meri- 
torious. They are both 
character sketches, 
and both somewhat 


Dom quisoTe fos \ 


i-* in the eccentric line, 
where Sir Henry appears to the best advantage. The 
characters are entirely dissimilar, but in each case the 
make-up is admirable. In this branch of his art he 
has few equals. As Master Quixada he exactly 
realizes in looks the ideal of “ The Knight of the 
Sorrowful Countenance.” His depiction of Corporal 
Gregory Brewster's senility is so true as to be almost 
painful. In both cases the mounting is effective and 
the support adequate. 

In those parts of John Oliver Hobbes’s adaptation 
from the French, “ Journeys End in Lovers’ Meeting,” 
where Miss Ellen Terry was not brought in contact 
with the insincere and incompetent acting of Mr. Ben 
Webster, her Lady Soupire was at the same time 
dainty, coquettish and womanly. Mr. Cooper's Szr 
Philip Soupire was manly and convincing. But how 
Captain Maramour, as impersonated by Mr. Webster, 
could ever have been even a moment’s temptation to 
the wife of Szr Phzlzp~, is beyond comprehension. 
The piece itself is a pretty trifle, and admirably 
adapted for the use of parlor amateurs. 

* * * 
6¢-THE TRANSIT OF LEO” is not the very best 
thing ever done at Mr. Daly’s theatre, but it is 
a clean, bright and amusing bit of fun. Mr. Daly has 


A BIT OF ROMANCE. 


‘* WHAT’S THE MATTER, TOM, IS YER ENGAGEMENT OFF?” 


‘* AYE, SIMEON, IT’S THE OLD, OLD STORY. FAMERLY INTERFERENCE, 
MOTHER-IN-LAW, AN’ ALL THAT SORT O’ THING. IT DRUV ME TER DRINK, 
AN’ I BECOME A RECK, AN’ SHE, SHE TOOK TO THE SALWATION ARMY!” 








created a standard for himself to which his audiences hold him 
very closely, and if he falls the least bit short of it the result is a 
serious disappointment. Judged in itself ‘“ The Transit of Leo” 
is not a bad piece of work. People may wonder why 1/7. Tzmothy 
Placid and Letztza, his wife, retain the fur garments they have 
worn in Norway when they go up to visit their niece in Yonkers, 
and why they unfold large and confidential chunks of the plot to 
their niece’s colored cook, but slight inconsistencies like this seem 
to be necessary in Mr. Daly’s idea of turning German fun into 
American humor. Mr. W. Sampson, as the cook Mznerva, is the 
very first person we have ever seen in burnt cork who did not 
exaggerate the characteristics of the colored race. 

LIFE does not understand why Mr. Daly assigns Miss Rehan 
to such a part as that of Zeo. Her powers are above and beyond 
such trifling work, and a less experienced artist could secure even 
better results in a part which requires principally the lightness and 
frivolity of extreme youth. Taken throughout, however, the cast is 
quite competent and “ The Transit of Leo” provides an enjoyable 
evening. * * * 


PRIVATE exhibition of M’lle Yvette Guilbert’s accomplish- 
ments are convincing of her genius. As we write she has 

not yet made her first public appearance in America, and it remains 
to be seen whether in the large auditorium at Hammerstein’s Music 
Hall she can convey to an American audience a correct idea of her 
powers. Her art lies wholly in expression by voice and feature. 
The less said about some of the songs she sings the better, but she 
brings to them all, innocent and otherwise, a wealth of meaning the 
words alone do not and could not contain. She thrills the auditor 
to the finger tips, and when it is all over he asks himself ‘‘ How did 
she do it?” and has to explain it on some such hazy ground as that 
of personal magnetism. The fact is that although exercised in a 


peculiar field his feelings have been worked upon by that rare 
Metcalfe. 


being, a genius. 
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THE other day a Hibernian son of toil was strolling in 
his working clothes up Twenty-fourth Street, and caught by 
the glitter of the Hoffman House Museum, of whose attrac- 
tion he had heard, attempted to enter, but was stopped by 
the bouncer on guard at the door, who said it was a place 
for ‘‘ gentlemen.” Paddy was a little nettled at this rebuff, 


but said : 
‘* All right, me hearty, I'll get in anyway,” and then 
went off. In a couple of hours he returned, shaven and 


shorn, and decked out in his Sunday clothes, and sailed by 
the gentleman at the door with a smile of triumph. He 
looked at all the curios, saw the wheels go round, was 
shocked at the nymphs and did the place generally. He 
then sauntered up to the bar and called for a cocktail. The 
bracing beverage was put up for him, and after drinking it 
with gusto he laid down twenty cents, which the barkeeper 
passed over to the cashier, and went on with his polishing 
operations, seemingly oblivious of his Hibernian customer, 
who appeared to be waiting for something. 

After the pause the fluid dispenser said ; ‘* An’thin’ else ?” 

‘** Me change!” answered Paddy. 

‘* No change ; we charge twenty cents for a mixed drink,” 
was the rejoinder. 

‘* A Mick’s drink,” said the Hibernian, ‘‘ an’ who told ye, 
me bucko, that I was a Mick ?”—Philadelphia Inquirer. 


MARIE: That actress says that she always puts her 
diamonds on when she takes a bath. Do you suppose she 
is afraid they will be stolen ? - 

HILLs: No; it’s force of habit with her. She’s so used 
to putting them in soak, you know.—/ioneer Press. 


ha ORS Av NvLLy 


A GOOD story is going the rounds at the expense of a 
well-known society woman who doesn’t live a thousand 
miles from Rittenhouse Square. The lady in question has 
just returned from a visit to friends in Washington, where 
she attended quite a number of social functions. It is re- 
lated that at a reception she was presented to one of the 
attachés of the Russian Legation. Feeling in a quizzical 
mood, she extended her hand to the Russian, at the same 
exclaiming : ‘‘ How do you doski?” Not to be outdone, 
the gentleman from the Czar's domains promptly and 
tersely replied: ‘* Bullygovitch!” And the Philadelphia 
lady admitted that the laugh was on her.—/Phzladelphia 
Record. 


LITERARY LaDy: The most essential point in our inter- 
course with children is to be truthful ourselves. Every 
other interest ought to be sacrificed to that of truth. 

Tommy: Ma, Mrs. Jones is coming in the gate. 

LITERARY LADy (angrily): If she asks for me, tell her 
I’m out of town. (She resumes writing.) When we in 
any way deceive a child, we not only set a pernicious 
example, but also lose our influence over him forever.— 
Exchange. 


I HAVE before me a letter from a Parisian friend, a 
gentleman of some literary note in his own country, who 
informs me that he is learning English by the aid of a small 
text book and a dictionary, without any other instructor ; 
and he adds ‘‘ In small time I can learn so many English as 
I think I will come at the America and go on the scaffold 
to lecture.”"—Methodist Herald. 
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THE GODS GIVE MY DONKEY WINGS. m | 
Angus Evan Abbott. 
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The Gypsy Christ and Other Tales. 
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Macaire. By Robert Louis Stevenson and Willig 

Ernest Henley. { 
Black Spirits and White. By Ralph Adams Cram, 
Rose of Dutcher's Coolly. By Hamlin Garland, 


MACMILLAN AND COMPANY, NEW YORK, 
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‘“*Now,” said the physician who is noted for his Ey 
heavy charges, ‘‘I must take your temperature.” ; how y¢ 





‘¢ All right,” responded his patient in a tone of utter 
resignation. ‘‘ You’ve taken about everything else! 
own.”—Christian Advocate. 
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IVORY SOAP 


One day in the wash, with a destructive soap, is worse than 


a month’s wear. 


If you do not know what soap your laundress is using, 


would it not be well to find out? 
THe Procter & Gamete Co., Cin’Ti. 
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GARDEN CITY HOTEL 
Garden City, Long Island. 


This new Hotel, situated in a park of thirty acres, is 
now a for guests, Hi eet by sd 
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The Ideal HOTEL: America 
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exposure > enclend in pe a ey foe. Rooms single 
or en suite be private baths. Reached by Long 
Island R. R., from East 34th Street and James Slip 
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Cuisine unexcelled. Terms 
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For particulars address: 

M. F. MEEHAN, Manager, Garden City, 

or THE GARDEN City Co., Room 157, No. 280 Broadway. 
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RETURN TO FORMER MANAGEMENT. 


HAMILTON HOTEL, 
HAMILTON, 
NOW OPEN. 


For circulars and information address, 


MEAD & BROOKS, Managers. 


BERMUDA. 


+o VENDOME , 





Boulevard, BOSTON woattn ve. 


C. H. GreentEaF & Co. 























Christmas Life, 


Profusely Illustrated, 
NOW READY. 


TO BE HAD AT ALL FIRST-CLASS 
NEWSDEALERS. 











25 CENTS A COPY. 


It is Honest. 


It will not disappoint you. 
Try It. 


It will be beneficial to you. 


Like Czsar’s wife, it is above 


suspicion. 


OLD CROW “RYE” 


Don't buy it unless the word 


RYE is on the label and our 
firm name on the case, Cork, 
capsule, and label. 
are imitations. 


All others 
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ESTABLISHED 1853- 


} 










Maude 


teva. 


. By 
liams, 
am J, 


obert 


or his 


utter 
else I 


eS 


FE is 
i by 


WN. pa 


you. 


rou. 
above 


E ” 
word 
1 our 
cork, 
thers 








restores the appetite, 
ing is the matter of a moment. 
a pinch of salt. 






Always Appetizing. 


At times when you relish nothing, a cup of Bouillon made from 


Extracto BEEF 


gives a feeling of comfort and drives "| fatigue. 
Requires only the addition o 
Send for our little book ‘Culinary Wrinkles. 


Armour & Company, Chicago. 

















Its mak- 
boiling water and 























hump? 


It’s the feature of 
the DELONG “\ 


Pat. Hook and NY 
Eye. No matter 
how you twist 


and turn, it holds 








Send two cent stamp 
with name and ad- 
dress, and we will 
mail you Mother Goose in new clothes 
-containing ten color plates ; ten black 
and white pictures; and lots of lively 
jingles. 


is eye in place. 


RICHARDSON & DELONG Bros,, Philada. 








GRANDE 
[laison de Blanc 


Importers of 
Fine Lace Curtains, 
Bed, Table and Fancy Linen, 


3901 Fifth Ave. 


This celebrated House, with world- 
wide reputation, has been reorganized, 
and all orders will now be promptly 
executed. 

Special Imported Novelties for Holi- 
day Presents in Fancy Linen and all 
Lace Centre Pieces, Doylies, Hand- 
kerchiefs, Lace Inserted Table and 
Tea Cloths, Lace Bedspreads and Silk 
Bed Quilts. 


391 Fifth Ave. 





STEINWAY 


GRAND and UPRIGHT PIANOS. 


Call and inspect the newly invented patent 
Grand Pianos in Upright Form. Also for sale 
for cash or on installments a large assortment 
of nearly new STEINWAY Grand, Upright 
and Square Pianos, all warranted like their 
new Pianos. Also, second-hand Pianos of other 
make, in perfect order, at low figures. 


Steinway & Sons, 107-144 E. 14th St., 


NEW YORK. 





STANDARD 
ADVERTISING VALUES. 


Most praiseworthy, both from a practical 
and artistic point of view, is a beautifully 
gotten up little pamphlet called ‘‘ Standard 
Values,” which is issued by the Advertising 
Agency of G. H. Haulenbeek, No. 6 Barclay 
Street, New York. It contains over sixty 
pages, and embodies some valuable infor- 
mation regarding monthly and weekly period- 
icals of established reputation. Each page 
bears a reduced fac-simile of the title page of 
some well-known publication of this class, 
with useful data concerning the special field 
it covers, together with rates, etc. 

Mr. Haulenbeek shows how thoroughly he 
appreciates the value of offering his customers 
intelligent aid in the placing of advertising, 
by the dainty form of hisown announcement, 
and says he would be pleased to send it to 
any one on request. 


Holiday 
Handkerchiefs. 


Plain Hemstitched. 


In nine different sizes—with 
every width 
of hem. 


Ladies’, 
from toc. to $3 
each. 


Gentlemen’s, 
from 18c. to $4 


each. 
Initialed. 
Wide and narrow hems, small, 
medium and large letters. 
Children’s, at 18c. each. 
Ladies’, at 25c., 35c., 50c., $1 
and $2 each. 
Gentlemen’s at 25c., 4oc., 
soc., 75c. and $1 each. 
All pure Linen and hand em- 
broidered. 
James McCutcheon & Co. 
‘¢THE LINEN STORE,’’ 


14 West Twenty-third St., 
Opposite Fifth Ave. Hotel. 











NOTICE. 


UBSCRIBERS TO “LIFE” 
will please give old address 
as well as new when re- 
questing change of same. 




















. B. SPLICER, Preszdent. 
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F. YOUNGHUSBAND, 7yveasurer. 
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Procures desirable partners for 
those matrimonially inclined. 


FULL PARTICULARS 
REFERENCES REQUIRED. 


SCHEDULE OF RATES. 
For Candidates under 30 years of age, 
between 30 and 45, 


Payable at Nuptials. 


O. SPOONER, Gen’l Manager. 


Halcyon Matrimonial Co. 





WITH BEST 


$50.00 

60.00 

45 and 60, 75.00 
60 and 100 95.00 





Dy 


California maiden of influential family, will marry 


A preliminary deposit of $25 to be made in 
all cases. 


Turkish gentleman of wealth and high position. 


foung man with distinguished bearing and some 
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aps 
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cauty. He must be of respectable family, and good 
complexion. Curly hair preferred. 


Address all communications to HALCYON MATRIMONIAL CO., 21 


Although young, has already had a large matrimo- 
nial experience. 
of refinement. 


West 31st St., N. Y. 


Will marry a few American ladies 
Money no object. 
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WHEN Mrs. S. C. Hall was at least seventy years old, she met at a reception 
a young clergyman, who was apparently delighted to see her. ‘‘ Mrs. Hall,” said 
he, ‘‘ 1 remember reading your books when I was a child, and that I was especially 
charmed by the Irish stories.” ‘‘ Then, sir,” flashed Mrs. Hall, ‘‘if you read my 
books when you were a child, you ought to know better than to say so!” —Fx. 


AT high noon I rode toa settler’s dugout on the banks of the Republican 
River to see if I could get a bite to eat, but before I had dismounted from my 
horse a woman came out and saluted me with : 

‘* Hello! stranger—ar’ ye arter the Widow Smith ?” 

‘*1 don’t know any Widow Smith,” I replied, as I noticed that she was bare- 
footed, hair uncombed and her general appearance very slouchy. 

‘¢1’m her.” 

‘* Well, I'm sorry you lost your husband. Can I get a bite to eat ?” 

‘* Then you wasn’t makin’ for here ?” she queried. 

“Noe.” 

‘* Wasn't headed this way bekase you heard I was a widder ?” 

“ne.” 

‘*Didn’t know I had a claim, four children, this dugout and a span of 
mewls ?” 

“nea” 

‘¢ And you are not on the marry ?” she persisted. 

‘*T have a wife, madam.” 

‘Shoo. I’ve had two husbands and buried both. Jest want a bite to eat ?” 

‘* If it won't be too much trouble and you'll take pay.” 

‘* And you are not lookin’ arter widders ?” 

‘* No, ma’am. I’m going up to Herbert on business, and I was told to take 
this trail as the shortest route. Did you say I could have dinner?” 


‘*No, I didn’t say it!” she replied, as she turned away. ‘If you was headed 
for here to see the Widder Smith she’d sot out the best she had in the house, but 
bein’ as you are headed fur Herbert and not lookin’ arter widders Mrs. Smith begs 
to inform you that she don’t run no hotel, and you kin ride on five miles further 
or fill up on water from the creek !"—Detrott Free Press. 


IN the free and easy intercourse of ocean travel on the smaller steamers, it 
happened on arecent voyage that one of the society leaders of a large Eastern city 
permitted herself to unbend generously to a bright young Western woman, a writer 
of well-known ability, but limited as to fashionable knowledge of some things. 

One night these two, with their prospective parties, were having a merry 
lunch in the saloon. Spying a familiar looking dish on the table, our little 
Western woman exclaimed with animation : 

‘* Raspberry jam! Hownice! Please pass it to me!” 

An awkward silence fell on the party as the elegant representative of her 
city’s social organism remarked with withering emphasis: 

‘* That ‘jam’ is caviare, Mrs. B. Will you have some?” 

‘* Caviare ?” said the other, with an undisturbed air. ‘‘Is that caviare? I 
never saw any before, which proves that I belong to the ‘ general,’ doesn’t it ?” 

The contemptuous look of the society woman gave place to a puzzled expres- 
sion as she said : 

‘* General ? General who ? What do you mean by the ‘ general,’ pray tell ?” 

‘* Why, I mean that the world is safe, after all, and pretty evenly divided. 
Some know their ‘ Hamlet,’ some their ‘caviare,’”’ good-naturedly laughed the 
little writer. 

A sigh of relief breathed gently from the group, and the society woman 
smiled politely, with an air that seemed to insinuate that in spite of all efforts to 
uplift it the wild West was hopelessly sunk in barbarism.—Boston Globe. 
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| HALL CLOCKS. 
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PAMPHLET Free. 








INSTANTANEOUS 


CHOCOLATE. 


Take three des- 
HOW kaa sert spoonfulsto 
USE IT.§ a cup of boiling 
water or milk. Stir briskly 


RECOMMENDED FOR 

Gravel, Calculus, Lazy 

Liver, and all Uric 
Acid Troubles. 





LEHN & FINK, Agents, New York. 


WATER WILL CURE IT. 





Stephen F. Whitman & Son, 
Sole Mfrs., Philadelphia. 
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HUNTER. 


‘Hunter Baltimore Rye ” 
| Absolutely Pure Old Rye 







Whiskey 
FOR CLUB, FAMILY AND MEDICINAL 
USE. 
10 
YEARS TH E 
OLD. BEST 
WHISKEY 
“te. lean, \rc IN 
Battim oRERYE AMERICA 


Mal awawans™ Endorsed by Leading Physicians 
} when stimulant is prescribed. 


a Pure, Old, Mellow. 
It is pure.”” *° SOLD AT ALL °.° 


First-class Cafes and by Jobbers. 
WM. LANAHAN & SON, Baltimore, Md. 





THE LATTER END of a con- 
tract is vastly more important than 
the front end. 


Five dollars saved on a premium is a trifle; five thou- 
sand dollars lost by bad security when the claim falls due 
is not a trifle. 

Always try to find out which is likely to live longest, 
you or the company you insure in; and therefore whether 
the company is insuring you or you are insuring the 
company. 

A thing you can’t get after you have paid for it isn’t 
cheap at half a cent. 


THE TRAVELERS 


OF HARTFORD, CONN. 


Is the Oldest Accident Company in America, 
the Largest in the World, and bas never reor- 
ganized or frozen out any of its claimants. 





Rates as low as will give permanent security of receiv- 
ing the face value of the policy. 
olicies world-wide, and as liberal as consistent with 
the Company's keeping alive to pay claims at all. 


Assets, $17,664,000. Surplus, $2,472,000. 


Paid Policy-Holders, $27,000,000. 
$2,151,000 in 1894. 


JAMES G. BATTERSON, President. 
RODNEY DENNIS, Secretary. 
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Profusely Illustrated. 


Now Ready 


To be had at all First-Class Newsdealers, 


25 Cents a Copy. - 
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His es for months depends upon 
his decision. If wise he will insist upon 
Williams’ Shaving Stick. In no other is 
the lather so rzch and cream-like, so soothing 
and refreshing. No other yields such solid 


satisfaction. 


For sale by dealers everywhere, or mailed on receipt of price (25c.) 
if unable to obtain it otherwise. 


THE J. B. WILLIAMS CO., Glastonbury, Conn. 
LONDON, 64 Great Russell Street, W. C. 
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Aids Digestion improves the Appetite. Clears the Throat 
Established 1869. Capital $1,00u,000.00. Patented 1871. 


ADAMS PEPSIN TUTTI-FRUTT! iam 


CH EWING CUM. 


Save the coupons in, eat Five-cent ~~ Adams & Sons are the ori neers ‘ns the now world- 
ed Chewing Gums.” ALL OTHERS ARE IMITATION . 


i) ADAMS & SONS CO., Sands Street, Brooklyn, ne Y. 
CHICAGO, ILL. TORONTO, ONT. SAN FRANCISCO, CAL. LONDON, ENG. 
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Haviland China 


It is important to buyers that they should be 





informed that the only ware that has always been known 


as Haviland China is marked under each piece: 


H&C° 
“ranc® 


On White China, 





govilan d as 


Limoges * 


On Decorated China. 
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| COCKTAILS 


MANHATTAN, MARTINI, 
WHISKEY, HOLLAND GIN, 
TOM GIN, VERMOUTH and YORE. 


We guarantee these Cocktails to be made 
of absolutely pure and well matured liquors 
and the mixing equal to the best cocktails 
served over any bar in the world. Being 
compounded in accurate proportions, they 
will always be found of uniform quality. 

Connoisseurs agree that of two cocktails 
made of the same material and propor- 
©) tions, the one which is aged must be 
’ better. 
~ Try our YORK Cocktail—made without 
" gany sweetning. and delicious, 

4 ‘or sale on the Dining and Buffet 

of the principal railroads of the U. 
AVOID IMITATIONS.» 

For Sale by all Druggists and Dealers, 


‘di . F. HEUBLELN & BRO., Sole Props., 
89 Broadway, N. Y., Hartford, Gonn. 20 Piccadilly, W. London, Eng. 


SUSPENDERS 
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BEARING cans TRADE BEST 
THIS AT 
NAME ac ANY 

ARE THE oe MARK. PRICE. 
oe meme tae ” ELASTIC CORD MAKES ad so. 
Best furnisher keeps them. Fifty cents and upwards. Cheaper model at 2 cents, Sample pairs mailed for 
price. Look for “graduated” cord and the name on every pair. 


CHESTER SUSPENDER CO., = No. 7 Decatur Avenue, ROXBURY, [IASS. 


POLITICAL. 


Jonesy.—‘‘ What do you suppose the President 
will do this year with the heads of departments?” 

Brownsy.—‘‘ Well, if he’s sensible, he'll put 
Knox Hats on all of them !”’ 
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ARE YOU DEAF? 


DON'T YOU WANT TO HEAR? 
The AURAPHONE win il help you if it zon do. It isare 
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D. L. Dowd’s Health Exerciser 
+ vee Gentlemen, Ladies, Youths ; athlete or 
invalid. Sar new, 6 in. 
physicians, lawyers, 


cle! Seskes y yh others yy 


Oh circular, 
dress D. L. DOWD, Scientific fo. Physica = 
Vocal Culture, 9 East 14th Street, 





All you have guessed about life 
insurance may be wrong. If you 
wish to know the truth, send for 
‘‘How and Why,” issued by the 
PENN MUTUAL LIFE, 921-3-5 
Chestnut Street, Philadelphia. 


WE 
PAY 
POST- 
ACE. 








TRANSPARENT KNIFE. 
Name, address, pictures 
under handle. Agts w’td. 
Nov, Cut. Co. Canton, O. 


Gita ™ 





CHRISTMAS LIFE. 


PROFUSELY ILLUSTRATED, 


Now READY. 


To be had at all First-Class Newsdealers. 





25 CENTS A COPY. 
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CAUSE FOR ALARM. 
** FADER, I HAF BEEN BIT IN TER NOSE BY A MUSKEETERS OR SOMETINK!” 
‘*GREAT HEAVENS, VOT A DEAD GIF AVAY. NOW WE SHALL BE TOOK FOR IRISH!” 

















_ BUFFALO 
LITHIA WATER 


Nature’s Great Remedy in Uric-Acid Diathesis. 
The Only Known Solvent of Stone in the 
Bladder—Its Value in Gout. 


Cause of Governor THOMAS M. HOLT, of North Carolina. 
Stated by Dr. E. C. LAIRD, Haw River, N. C. 


Gov. Thomas M. Holt, of North Carolina, a patient with strongly marked Uric-Acid 
Diathesis, suffered frequent attacks of Nephritic Colic, and at the same time a severe 
— Except as to the usual treatment for = ee ee oe I 
put him = ex- pring No. 2, whic as been 
clusively upon BUFFALO LITHIA WATER attended with happy and re- 
markable effect, both as to the Calculus and Gouty affection. Under its action he has at 
various times discharged large quantities of Caleuli and Sand. The deposition of fine 
sand not infrequently exceeded a teaspoonful. Under microscopic examination it was 
evident that the Calculi were originally parts or larger formations which had been disinte- 
grated by the action of the Water. 


What Governor Holt Himself says: . 
“T do not at all doubt that which I must re- 
my life was preserved by FFALO LITHIA WATER gard as one of 
the most wonderful Waters of the orld.?? 


This Water is for sale by druggists generally, or in cases of one dozen half-gallon 
bottles $5.00 f. o. b. at the Springs. Descriptive pamphiets sent free to any address. 


THOMAS F. GOODE, Proprietor, Buffalo Lithia Springs, Va. 
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Best Equipped Ricycle Factory in the World 


Are made in the Largest and 


It sqgtees a corps of scientific men to construct a bicycle that will meet the demands of the modern 
rider. e have the best men in the world in each department—steel experts, mechanical experts, super- 
intendent, master mechanic, etc.—the largest and most thoroughly modern bicycle plant in the world— 
buy the best high-grade material, regardless of cost, and make every part under our own roof—hence we 
know we are right in warranting the Waverley tobe the best bicycle built in the world, ong vi price. 


Do you want the best? Our catalogue is free by wuil. INDIANA BICYCLE CO., Indianapolis, Ind., U. 
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YOU can’t tell a balky horse by 
his looks and you’re just as likely 
to be deceived in a bicycle. There’s 
no betier guide when buying a 
wheel than this famous name— 


Monarch 


It identifies the king of wheels—it’s a 
guarantee of strength, speed and re- 
liability. A name that you can 
proudly point out to your friends. 


4 models. $85 and $100, fully guaranteed. For chil- 
dren and adults who want a lower price wheel the 
Deflance is made in 8 models, $40, $50, $60, $75. 

Send for Monarch book. 


Monarch Cycle Mfg. Co. 

Lake, Halsted and 
Fulton Sts., 
CHICAGO. 

BRaNcHEs: 

New York, San Francisco, 

Portland, Salt Lake City, 

Denver, Detroit, Toronto. 






































































A NEW QUARTERLY PUBLI- 
CATION. first number 


THE AMERICAN GIRL, 
to be issued February ist, 1896. Will 
contain 32 pages of beautifully printed 
illustrations from ‘“ LIFE,” on hand- 
somely calendered paper. Price; 25 
cents. Subscriptions, $1.00 a year. 
Postage paid. Drawings by Gibson, 
Wensell, Attwood, Van Schatck, John- 
son, Sullivant and others. 


MITCHELL & MILLER, Publishers, 
19 & 21 West 31st St., New York City. 
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SILKS. 


Figured India Silks, 35 
cents a yard; they were 
$1.00 and $1.25. 

Fancy Taffeta, suitable 
for Waists, Skirts, or 
Dresses, 60 cents and 75 
cents per yard. 

The styles are new; 
variety large; quality 
excellent. 

Imported Black Da- 
masse, 75 cents; several 
designs; remarkable 
value. 

10,000 yards in lengths 
from 5 to 15 yards, at 
about half price. 


James McCreery & Co. 


Broadway & 11th St. 











Beecham’s pills for con- 
stipation 1oc.and 25c. Get 
the book at your druggist’s 
and go by it. 


Annual sales more than 6,000,000 boxes. 





LIFE BINDER, 


Cheap, Strong and Durable. 
Will Hold 26 Numbers. 


Mailed to any part of the United States for 
$1.00 a year, postage free. 





Address Office of “‘ LIFE,’’ 
19 West Thirty-first Street, New York. 


If the fall inspection of 
the table service reveals a 


— Cut Glass 


We suggest seeing the display at our 
new branch store If you cannot call, 
send for pamphlet. A large line to 
choose from for Wedding Gifts. 


Dorflinger’s 
em American 
Cut Glass 


C. DORFLINGER & SONS, 





915 Broadway (near 21st St.), 
New York. 





MARIANI 


(MARIANI WINE) 
THE IDEAL FRENCH TONIC. 


‘¢ Honor to Vin Mariani, that 
admirable wine, which so often 
has restored my strength.” 


Charles Gounod. 


At Dr & Fancy G 





Avorp Susstrrvtions. 
Sent free, if this paper is mentioned, 
Descriptive Book, Portraits and Autographs 
of Celebrities. 

MARIANI & CO. 


Paris: 41 Boulevard Haussmann, 52 West 15th St., New Yorg. 
Lonpon : #29 Oxford Street. 









If you want a sure relief for pains in the back, side, chest, or 


limbs, use an 
Porous 


Allcock’s pins. 


BEAR IN MIND—Not one of the host of counterfeits and imi- 
tations is as good as the genuine. 








HALSTED Press, 18-20 Rose St., N. Y. 













“WHEN THE | ?7EEN COMES BA 


all thoughts return again to wheels and 
wheeling. You are bothered about 
Curistmas Girts. What better thana 


RAMBLER BICYCLE ? 










Catalogue upon application. 
GORMULLY & JEFFERY MFG. Co. 


Chicago. Boston. Washington. 
Trectte. Detroit. .— 





New y 
Coventry, Eng. § ‘ 








FIBRE | 
CHAMOIS: 


Used and endorsed by 


Mes. FRANK LESLIE, 
MRS. JENNESS MILLER, 
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ENTERED AT THE NEW YORK POST OFFICE AS SECONE-CLASS MAIL MATTER. 
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Some 


No more beautiful present could be devised than 
‘THE TAVERN OF THE THREE 
VIRTUES.”’ 


Translated jrom the original of Saint-Juirs. Illustrated 
with sixty drawings by Daniel Vierge, the foremost of 
French illustrators, together with a critical essay on his 
art by Edmund Gosse. 

It ts a large, thick quarto bound in dark buff linen. The 
title is stamped in gold on the front side and back. Only 
125 coptes have been printed for this country. The price is 
$75.00. 


Floliday Publications. 


! new work by Sir Walter Besant. 


*«*s WESTMINSTER.”’ 

‘willy illustrated by William Patten and others, and giv- 
‘ucsimiles of many quaint old documents and missals, 
uortal utndows and wonderful buildings of this ‘*City 
ch has no citizens.” The book includes among its chap- 
. ‘The King’s Palace of Westminster,” ‘The Abbey” 
he Banished falace,” ‘:The Streets and the People,” 

/ the * Court of Charles II.” ~ ‘ 
‘t ts large 12mo, brown or green buckram, stamped with 
‘d, and sold at $3.00; also, a presentation edition in 

white buckram, full gilt and tn a box for $4.00. 


*«* UNDINE,”’ 


by Friedrich Baron de la Motte Fougué. Translated from 
the German, with a critical introduction, by Edmund 


Gosse. 


The handsomest edition of this German classic ever pub- 


lished. 


Frofusely tllustrated by full-page photogravures after 


original designs by W. E. 
paper. 


F. Britten. Printed on good 


Yvo, cloth, stamped in gold, beveled boards, gilt top, $5.00. 


A Romance of the Harem and Great Sahara— 


‘*ZORAIDA,”’ 

by William Le Queux. Author of *‘ Stolen Souls.” The 
first edition of *‘Zoraida” was exhausted in this coun- 
try in ten days, although Mr. Le Queux was compara- 
tively unknown to the American public. The N. Y. World 
says: “lt isa story to fascinate the interest of the reader 
trom start to finish, and when done to.make him rather 
regret that there ts not more of tt.” 

Published with 24 full-page illustrations by Harold 
Peffard at $1.50. 


CALENDARS. 


Ninety different calendars, ranging in price from 10 
cents to $1500. The only important line by American 
artists. After designs from suck: well-known artists 
as Granville Smith, Maud Humphrey, Percy Moran,.H. W, 
McVickar and others. It has been the publishers’ aim to 
make these perfect facsimiles of the original water-color 
designs, and no expense has been spared to accomplish this— 
in some cases stxteen colors having been needed to produce 
the effect sought. A catalogue containing a complete list 
of these calendars will be mailed on application, 


These and many other books are fully described in our Descriptive Catalogue. On receipt of 
ten cents, a Catalogue and either a copy of The Pocket Magazine or a Calendar will be sent to 
any address. Any of our publications will be sent at our expense on receipt of price. 


FREDERICK A. STOKES CO., . 


27 & 29, West Twenty-third Street, 


New York City. 





Attractive Christmas Books. 


TALES OF A TRAVELLER. 


By WASHINGTON IRVING. The ‘‘ Buckthorne Edition,” uniform in style with 
the Holiday editions of ‘‘The Alhambra,” “Granada,” ‘* Knickerbocker,” and 
‘* Sketch¢Book.” With. borders, by George Wharton Edwards; and 25 photo- 
gravure illustrations from designs by Rackham, Barraud, F. S. Church, Sandham, 
Dielman, and others. Two volumes, 8vo, cloth extra, $6.00; three-quarters 
levant, $12.00. 


CONSTANTINOPLE. 


By EDWIN A. GROSVENOR. 
Professor of European History at Amherst College; Formerly Professor of 
History.at* Robert College, Constantinople. 
With an Introduction by General Lew Wallace. 
With two hundred and fifty illustrations of important 
places, rulers, and noted people of Ancient Constantinople. 2 








The Stories of the Ages. 


Printed on deckel-edge paper and 
bound*in full rotgh ooze calf, with 
gilt tops, 16mo (6%x4'% inches) 
each volume (in box), $2.25. 
- THe GesraA ROMANORUM. From 
the Latin. —HEADLONG HALL. By 
Peacock.—CRANFORD. By Mrs. Gas- 
kell. — TALFS BY ZSCHOKKE,. — THE 
ROSE AND THE RING. By Thackeray. 
—UNDINE. By Fouqué. 


Love Poems of Three Centuries. 
1590-1890. .Compiled by JESSIE F. 
O’DONNELL. Volume I., English, 
Scottish, Irish. Volume II., Amer- 
ican. New edition, two volumes, 
16mo, in box, $2.50. 

A new edition of this popular work 
in suitable covers for the Holidays. 


Little Journeys 
To the Homes of Good Men and 
Great. By ELBERT HUBBARD. !I- 
lustrated with twelve portraits, in 
photegravure, etching, and half- 
tone. 16mo, printed on deckel-edge 
paper, gilt top, $1.75. 


The Fly-Leaves Series. 
Printed in dainty ‘style on deckel- 
edge paper, full rough ooze calf, 
circuit edges, 16mo, $1.75. 

1, VERSES AND FLY-LEAVEs. By 
Charles Stuart-Calverley. 2. NOVELS 
BY EMINENT HANpDs. By Wa.- M. 
Thackeray. 3. THE ECHOCLUB. By 
Bayard Taylor. With a Prologue by 
R. H. Stoddard. 


Mr. Midshipman Easy. 
By CAPTAIN MARRYAT. ‘ Ma'ta 
Edition.” With 16 full-page illus- 
trations by R. F. ZOGBAUM. 8vo, 
$2.50. 

Heine’s Lyrics. 
Lyrics and Ballads’ of Heine, 
Goethe, and other German Poets: 
Translated by FRANCES HELLMAN, 
Second edition, revised and. en- 
larged, 16mo, $1.50. 

The Red Republic. 
A Tale of the Commune. By Ros- 
ERT W.CHAMBERS, author of ‘The 
King in Yellow,” “ In the Quarter,” 
etc., etc. r2mo, cloth, $1.25. 


Holiday Number of ‘‘Netes on New Books,”’ giving a description of’ various 
Holiday publications, sent on application. 


vols. Royal 8vo, cloth, gilt tops, $10.00 ; half morocco, $14.00. 
MARIANA. 


By DON JosE ECHEGARAY. 


Translated into English by James 


Graham. With a photogravure of a recent portrait of the author. 


16mo, cloth, $1.00, 


_ As mathematician, poet, dramatist, orator, cabinet minister, civil engineer, lecturer 
in political economy and in natural science. Echegaray is une of the most remarkable 


figures in Spanish history. 
ALLEGRETTO. 

A Volume of Poems. By GER- 
TRUDE HALL, author of “ Far 
from To-Dav.” Illustrated by 
Oliver Herford. Small 4to, $1.50. 


THE WOMAN WHO DID. 

By GRANT ALLEN. Keynote 
Series. American .Copyright 
Edition. 16mo, cloth, $1.90. 
“A very remarkable. story.’’— Boston 

Home Journal 


TALES OF MEAN STREETS. 
By ARTHUR MORRISON. With 
an introduction by James Mac- 


Aithur. 16mo, cloth, $1.00. 
‘**Possesses a.strange charm.”’—Ba/ti- 
more American, 


MODERN GERMAN LITERATURE. 


By BENJAMIN W. WELLS, Ph.D. 
12mo, cloth, $1.50. 
** Reveals mach original research . . . 
designed not for the specialist but for the 
genera) reader.”’—/ournal 


“~ BALZAC’S NOVELS. : 
Translated by Miss K. P. WORMELEY. 34-;volumes. 12mo, half 


Russia, each $1.50. 


THE CONDITION OF WOMAN IN THE UNITED STATES. 
A Traveller’s Notes. By MADAME BLANC (Th."Bentzon). With a 
portrait, and.a short biographical sketch by Mario Bertaux. 


Putnam’s rortrait Catalogue.—With 92 half-tone portraits of certain ‘of their 
authors, Sent, mail, prepaid, ro cents. a 


G. P. PUTNAM’S SONS, Publishers, 
27 West 23d St., New York. 





Translated by Abby L. Alger. 16mo, cloth, $1.25. 


‘Al all Bookstores, or post-paid on receipt of price. 


ROBERTS BROS., PuBLisHERS, Boston, Mass. 





COPYRIGHT FOR GREAT BRITAIN BY JAMES HENDERSON 
UNDER THE ACT OF 1891. 
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CHRISTMAS 


NUMBER. 


DECEMBER, 


‘LIFE 


RESCUED. 


ENEATH the mistletoe she stood; 
A maid adored by me. 
And there was I in lovesick mood, 
And no one by to see. 





I knew that she was unaware 
Of that small sprig o’erhead. 

I told her of the danger there. 
‘* Can it be so?” she said. 


‘* QO, Damocles, this is thy knife ; 
Come, rescue me, I pray !”’ 
And on my word, I saved her life 
A dozen times that day. 7. a 


WITH A MERRY XMAS FROM SANTA CLAUS. 


HER IDEA. 
ERE is your Christmas present.” 

There was a look of great happiness on Dimple- 
ton’s face as he turned towards his wife and handed to her a 
neat rectangular package, on which her name was carelessly 
written in pencil. 

“Yes, my dear,” he continued, as with an air of mystifica- 
tion his wife cut the string and examined curiously in turn a 
bright new pass book and check book of a well-known bank, 
“‘ for some time I was troubled to know just what to get you. 
Recalling the number of occasions that you have remarked 
that you would like to feel that you were independent, and 
knowing also what an excellent thing it is for a woman to 


66 


acquaint herself with the ordinary methods of doing busi- 
ness, it occurred to me that it would be a nice thing to open 
up a bank account for your own use. I have therefore 
deposited a thousand dollars to your credit. Here is your 
bank book and your book of blank checks, and you have 
only to step around to the bank with me and leave your sig- 
nature, and the thing will be complete. There, what do 
you think of that for your Christmas ? ” 

“It’s lovely, dear, of course,” replied Mrs. Dimpleton, look- 
ing at him somewhat vaguely, as she absently turned over 
the leaves of the check book, “ and yet, do you know, I think 
I would rather have had the money.” 

Tom Masson. 











CHRISTMAS EVE. 
A SALUTATION FROM THE Past. 





A she’s home.—An’ I[’m ’way here 
At my A’nty’s, visitun’ ! 
A'nty allus calls me ‘‘ Dear,” 
An’ ist lets me romp an’ run 
An’ don't never scold me none 
Like sometimes she ust to do 
When my Ma she be here, too. 


*LIiFrs - 


A CHRISTMAS MEMORY. 


Pa he bringed me here to stay 
‘Te! my Ma she’s well.—An’ nen 
He’s go’ hitch up, Chris’mus-day, 
An’ come take me back again 
Wher’ my Ma’s at! Won't I be 
Tickled when he comes fer me ! 


An’, when he ’uz kissin’ me 
My good-night, his cheek's all wet 


An’ taste salty. 


DID THE RIGHT THING, AFTER ALL. 

“T AM ashamed of you, my dear, laughing at those risqué stories of Mrs. 
De French. You would better have blushed.” 

“ But, mamma, if I had blushed, it would have shown that I understood them.” 





AN APPROPRIATE SETTING. 
OW much does your Christmas turkey weigh?” 
“Only two pounds, old man, but it’s a find bird.” 
“How are you going to have it? On toast?” 


ILLIE: You'll have to wait a moment before you go into the parlor. 
FEATHERSTONE: Anyone else there ? 
“Only sister. She's hanging up some mistletoe over the sofa.” 


My Ma an’ my A'nty they 

’Uz each-uvwvers sisters. Pa— 
A‘nty telled me, th’ other day,— 

He comed here an’ married Ma... 
A’nty said nen ‘‘ Go run play, 

I must work now !”...An’ I saw, 
When she turn’ her face away, 

She ’uz’ cryin’,.—An’ nen I 

’Tend-like I ‘‘ run play ”— an’ cry. 


This-here house o’ Aunty’s wher’ 

They ’uz borned—my Ma an’ her !— 
An’ her Ma ’uz my Ma’s Ma, 

An’ her Pa ’uz my Ma’s Pa— 

Ain’t that funny ?—An’ they’re dead : 
An’ this-here’s ‘* Th’ ole Homestead.”’— 
An’ my A’nty said, an’ cried, 

It’s mine, too, ef my Ma died— 

Don’t know what she mean—’cause my 
Ma she’s nuver go’ to die ! 


When Pa bringed me here ’t’uz night— 
*Way dark night! An’ A’nty spread 
Me a piece—An’ light the light 
An’ say I must go to bed.— 
I cry not to—but Pa said 
‘* Be good boy now, like you telled 
Mommy ’at you're go’ to be!” 
An’, when he ’uz kissin’ me 
My good-night, his cheek’s all wet 
An’ taste salty—An’ he held 
Wite close to me an’ rocked some 
An’ laughed-like—’tel A’nty come 
Git me while he’s rockin’ yet. 


A'nty he’p me, ’tel I be 
Purt’-nigh strip-pud—nen hug me 
In bofe arms an’ lif’ me ’way 
Up in her high bed—an’ pray 
Wiv me,—’ Bout my Ma—an’ Pa— 
An’ ole Santy Claus— an’ Sleigh— 
An’ Reindeers an’ little drum— 
Yes, an’ Picture-books, ‘‘ Tom 
Thumb,” 
An’ ‘‘ Three Bears,’ an’ ole ‘‘ Fee- 
Faw ”-— 
Yes, an’ ‘‘ Tweedle-Dee” an’ 
‘* Dum,” 
An’ ‘‘White Knight” an’ ‘* Squid- 
jicum,” 
An’ ’most things you ever saw !— 
An’ when A’nty kissed me, she 
Uz all cryin’ over me! 


* * * * * * * * * 


Don’t want Santy Claus—nerthings 
Anykind he ever brings !— 
Don’t want A’nty !—don’t want Pa !— 
I ist only want my Ma! 

James Whitcomb Riley. 
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TWO PORTRAITS. 


AN INTERNATIONAL 


| N the old-fashioned library of an old-fashioned house a 

young man, near an open window, sat writing at a desk. 
His sunburnt face seemed all the browner from its contrast 
with the light, almost straw-colored hair, which showed a 
resolute tendency to point in its own directions. 

He folded his letter, sealed and directed the envelope and 
affixed a stamp; then he leaned back with a look of relief. 
Although a good son, this letter to his mother had been an 
unwelcome effort, as the present visit to his grandfather was 
absolutely without incident ; and besides, she knew more of 
the house, the neighbors and the old gentleman himself than 
any other person could ever tell 
her. Nevertheless, he had 
covered four pages, and felt 
now like receiving his reward ; 
like doing something foolish, 
something to be ashamed of 
later. He could go tothe vil 
lage, but it offered no dissipa- 
tions beyond tepid beer and bad 
cigars, and for these he felt no 
yearnings. 

For a young man just out of 
college the world has little to 
teach, and as he thought of the 
gouty grandfather in the 
chamber above, and realized 
that this visit was to continue 
four days longer, he began to 
regret that creation, in its final 
results, should prove so flat and 
uneventful. 

Again, for the twentieth time, 
he looked across the library to 
the portrait of a girl in an old- 
fashioned hat, who seemed 
forever on the point of smiling, 
yet never did it. She, whoever 
she was, with her black hair 
and tranquil eyes, had a gentle, 
somewhat sad expression, and 
yet there was a suggestion of 
mischief about the mouth. And 
the smile seemed so very near 
that he disliked to turn away for 
fear of missing it. He not only 
smiled himself, as he had often 
done before, as a form of. en- 
couragement, but this time he 
leaned forward and addressed 
her : 


“Please do it. Just once!” 


“Tue Portrait oF A GiRL IN AN OLD-FASHIONED Har,” sat 


MYSTERY. 


But the prayer was not answered. He looked out the 
window with the melancholy gaze of a disappointed lover ; 
then a foolish look came over his face ; the look of a foolish 
man with a foolish idea who has resolved upon a foolish 
thing. He took half a sheet of note paper and raised his 
pen to write. What he wrote seemed to come with an 
effort : 

‘* If there is, in this world,.a girl like you 
Then count me a lover, staunch and true.” 

Looking over at the portrait, he said in a very low tone 
and with an apologetic air: ‘Iam nota poet, you know, 

but the sentiment is correct.” 

Folding it twice, until it be- 
came quite a narrow strip, he 
stepped over to the silent girl 
and pushed his message be- 
tween the canvas and the frame. 
This brought relief. The foolish 
thing was done. Perhaps it 
was more foolish than the con- 
ditions required, but without 
defining it he felt that in 
matters of love no barriers are 
more chilling than caution and 
common sense. 

“ And besides,” he muttered, 
as his gaze rested affectionately 
upon the eyes that seemed so 
very near a smile, “it is no 
one’s business but our own, and 
I know you will never tell.” 

He stepped back and gravely 
threw a kiss to the face above 
him, then politely, and with be- 
coming deference, retreated to- 
ward the door. 

As he ascended the stairs he 
made a bold resolve. He would 
ask the old gentleman, point 
blank, who the painting repre- 
sented. It would be a natural 
question. Yet, on the other 
hand, he knew his grandfather 
never alluded to it, and he also 
knew, from the housekeeper, 
that the portrait never appeared 
in the house until after his 
grandmother’s death; and ever 
since it has held the place of 
honor in the library. 

Between the two men as they 

facing each other the 
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physical resemblance was striking. Both were tall and 
slight, with narrow faces, long noses and pointed chins. 
Their eyes were of the same shade of blue, and upon both 
heads the stiff, straight hair was alike except that with the 
older man the original straw-color had faded to a yellowish 
gray. Butacloser look at the two faces revealed a funda- 
mental difference in expression. With the grandfather there 
were unmistakable indications of an unamiable and aggres- 
sive spirit, and of that despotic intolerance that is so often 
the result of long habits of authority. The old man himself 
was not aware of these distinctions, and it gave him con- 
stant pleasure to believe, as he looked upon the frank, sunny 
face of his grandson, that the only difference was that of 
years. Whereas the youth, although taking no pride in his 
own appearance, felt a mild regret that as an older man he 
should look precisely like his grandfather. But these fears 
were unfounded. In him were the well-springs of undying 
youth which years can never dry. 

“ How is your foot, grandfather? Any better?” 

“No. Yes, perhaps it is. Did you write to your mother?” 

“Yes, sir. Four pages.” 

“ And probably forgot everything she wants to know.” 

“No, sir, not everything. I told her about——” 

“ Oh, that’s all right. Don’t tell me for I know it already.” 
And he shook his head in a manner that was intended to 
convey the impression of a playful spirit. Seeing a promis- 
ing condition for experiment the young man ventured his 
question. 


“Grandfather, who is that pretty girl in the old-fashioned 


hat above the library mantel? I never saw a more inter- 
esting face.” 

The tyrannical blue eyes rested upon his own for an in- 
stant, as if in indecision. ‘“ She is an English girl 1 knew a 
long time ago, when I was your age. We were great 
friends, and day after to-morrow when you leave | shall give 
you aletter to her. She and her daughter live a little way 
from London. And when you get to England next month | 
want you to go there whether you feel like it or not.” 

“ All right, sir. I promise. And did she give you that 
life-size painting of herself?” 

Ves.” 

“She must have been very fond of you.” 

“ Possibly.” 

There was a pause, during which they both looked out 
the window, over the orchard to the meadows beyond. A 
happy thought entered the head of the investigator. Per- 
haps this daughter was the image of her mother! He hesi- 
tated, then asked: “ Is there more than one daughter ?” 

“Only one.” 

Then in an offhand, indifferent way : 
ble the portrait ?” 

‘““Not at all. She is rather pretty, but she may have 
changed. It is forty years since I saw her.” 

Cyrus Harding felt himself a broken-hearted man; and a 
very foolish one. 

‘Oh, of course. 

** Stupid ? 


“Does she resem- 


How stupid.” 
Why stupid?” 


There was a blush on the grandson's face, and he turned 
it toward the window. 

“I was only thinking she was younger.” 

There was another pause, and each seemed lost in his 
separate revery. At last the younger man, whose thoughts 
were still with the portrait, asked, in a gentle, somewhat 
absent manner, his eyes still fixed upon the meadows: 

“ Were you in love with each other?” 

As no answer came, he looked toward his ancestor, and he 
realized his mistake. The chin was raised, the lips com- 
pressed, two hostile eyes were fixed coldly upon him, 
while nervous fingers tapped angrily upon the table. 

“Cyrus,” he said slowly, in a voice tremulous with sup- 
pressed wrath, “if you live a hundred years longer you may 
learn that a little tact is a more gentlemanly quality than 
your brazen impudence. Try it.” 

He waved his hand as if to end the interview. The 
young man rose and stammered an apology as he moved 
toward the door; he said he spoke without thinking and 
was sincerely sorry to have given offence. 

“That is all right,” said the old gentleman, with a per- 
functory, unforgiving smile; “I was hasty myself. Excuse 
me.” 

Two hours later, after his lonely supper, he strolled out 
into the garden, which was also lonely, and where all the 
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‘HE STROLLED DREAMILY ABOUT THE OLD GARDEN,” 
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melancholy little sounds of a summer evening seemed the 
utterances of other and yet more lonely spirits. The voice 
of a whip-poor-will from a neighboring grove betrayed the 
wavering courage of a forsaken soul. And the moon, as 
she rose above the orchard, gazed sadly upon him, as if she 
too, in her eternal solitude, yearned for a companionship of 
which she found no promise. He strolled dreamily about 
the old garden and encouraged the belief that if the original 
of that exasperating portrait were only here the world would 
be always interesting ; then with a bitter smile he mur- 
mured: “Grandad 

and I don’t seem to 

have much luck with 

our favorite girls.” 

After a few turns he 
entered the house, and 
without intention di- 
rected his footsteps to- 
ward the library. A 
sleepy lamp upon the 
table illumined the 
space immediately 
around it, but left the 
rest of the room in 
obscurity. Cyrus 
threw himself upon a 
sofa, and with his eyes 
upon the portrait, now 
barely visible in the shadowy light, 
was soon lost in a peaceful revery, 

But he could see that she was 

looking at him. And such a spell 

was wrought by the silence and the 

gloom that if, in answer to his own imaginings, 

the lips had parted and she had spoken he 
would hardly have been surprised. An audible 
conversation between the old-fashioned book- 

case and the tall clock ticking in the corner would 
have been in perfect harmony with the mysterious, 
half-living atmosphere that enveloped the various 
objects and himself. And these objects were all of a 
character to meet a ghost half way. Every article 
was of a bygone fashion, and save the usual usage 
and repairs, the little library was precisely as it 
existed when his grandfather’s father had furnished 
the house over seventy years ago. Everything was 
old; the paper on the walls, the curtains, the carpet, 
the pictures, and all the furniture. The only signs of youth 
were this girl and himself. And she was fifty! 

As he gazed upon her face in the everlasting hope that the 
impossible might occur, he detected a little white corner of 
his note projecting beyond the edge of the frame. Had he 
been so careless ? Could he have left it in such a clumsy 
way that the first comer might discover it? And when he 
recalled what a silly note it was he jumped from the sofa 
and pulled it out. As he held the paper between his fingers 
to tear it into bits it seemed thinner and of a different 


‘““Wuart 1s 1T I OUGHT TO SEE? 
NOT TELL ME?”’ 


_ Lire * 


texture than when he folded it three hours ago; and he took 
it to the light. This certainly was another kind of paper, 
finer, more transparent, and even doubled in a different 
fashion. And was it a mild perfume that came to his 
nostrils in the unfolding? He started when he saw the 
writing ; a daintier hand than his own, more carefully writ- 
ten, and with a finer pen. 


‘* Thank you ; but I have no mind 
For a lover so perversely blind.” 


He dropped it upon the table and returned hastily to the 
picture. 

“ Blind?” he asked in an anxious whisper. 
you say that?) Whyam I blind? ” 

The eyes, through the dim 
light, looked into his own and 
came nearer smiling than ever 
before. They also seemed 

more mischievous, and 
as he bent nearer to 
catch the answer they 
took a frightened look, 
as if annoyed. 
Beneath the lamp he 
re-read the note. The 
lines seemed fainter ; 
and as he gazed, with 
the paper in his hand, 
the writing grew dim- 
mer, then slowly faded 
from sight. Returning 
to the portrait, he de- 
manded : 
“What is it I ought 
to see? Why not tell 
me?” But no answer came. 
Then, removing the shade 
from the lamp, he stood upon 
a chair and carefully examined 
the back of the painting, the 
frame, the canvas, and felt 
everywhere for something, he 
knew not what. But dust and 
disappointment were all he 
found. 

Returning to the table he 

sat down and wrote: 


“Why do 


Wuy 


‘* Why do you say I am blind? Why give such a meaningless 
answer when you know [ am in earnest? For me your face shall 
always be the first and dearest. 


‘* Please answer. C.. i.” 


This note, like its predecessor, was carefully folded, then 
tucked in the same place, between the canvas and the frame. 
In his most engaging manner he bowed gracefully to the 
silent girl and left the room. 

The next morning, at the earliest opportunity, with a 
respectful, although a conquering air, he approached the 
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portrait. There was in his manner a certain 

brusqueness and assurance whose object 

was to remind the lady that she was in 

honor bound, by their previous inter- 

course, to refrain from disappointing 

him. With outward calm, but with 

inward nervousness, he drew a folded 

paper from its hiding place. It was 

his own epistle. He frowned at the 

dark eyes that looked tranquilly into 

his own ; and never had they seemed 

so unresponsive. To judge from 

their calm, unrecognizing stare he 

might have been a stranger. If they 

told him anything they told him he had 

been too familiar; and as they bore every appearance of 

reading his own consciousness of defeat a flush came creep- 

ing over his face. His own blood was mocking him! And 

this embarrassment from a picture! He laughed, but there 

was no mirth in it. Jamming the note into a pocket he 

marched angrily from the room. But in the hall re- 

pentance overtook him, and he turned about. He would 

give her one more chance. If the eyes were plaintive or 

sad, as he had often seen them, all would be forgiven. 

Glancing severely in her direction as he stood in the door- 

way, he saw, to his mortification, that she had either been 
laughing at him or was just going to. 

Let her! Who cared? And whistling loudly a tune he 
hated, he picked up his hat and left the house. 

“All for a picture; and of a woman who came within an 
ace of being my grandmother!” 

But late that night, when there was no light in the room 
and all was so dark that even the eyes of the portrait could 
not detect him, he shoved his note into its old place between 
her shoulder and the frame. And there he left it. 


lI. 


One month later Cyrus 

= Harding got into a train at 
® the Victoria Station and 
allowed himself to be 
dragged from the City of 

London into the County 


of Kent. His grand- 
father’s letter had de- 
veloped into a nuisance of de- 
pressing importance now that 
its presentation was imminent. 
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small importance. And the storm showed no signs of 
deserting him. A heavier, wetter, more industrious rain he 
had never seen. 

At the little station where he alighted he found an ancient 
conveyance, small but unreasonably ponderous, and this he 
entered. The driver, a very old man, who might have been 
the elder brother of the vehicle, knew well the Caine- 
Vedder house, and headed his dripping horse in an op- 
posite direction from the village whose church tower and 
picturesque chimneys Cyrus had seen through the rain from 
the car window. About a mile from the station they turned 
from the turnpike into a private driveway. The driveway 
lay along the edge of a wood, and swept in a long curve 
around a lawn of several acres, in the centre of which was 
a stagnant pond. This lawn, or rather field, for it was 
covered with high grass, and evidently allowed to take 
care of itself, afforded an excellent view of a rambling, 
irregular structure, long, low, of unrelated parts, some 
of stone and some of brick, with here and there an ivy 
covered wall through which the windows were hardly 
visible. 

The door was opened by a venerable maid, who ushered 
him into a spacious, quaint old drawing-room, and while 
she went upstairs with his letter of introduction, he amused 
himself by studying the unusual apartment in which he 
found himself. It was a long but narrow room, with 
lofty, deep embrasured, mullioned windows that looked 
upon the lawn. His grandfather’s house, which heretofore 
he had considered as the most old-fashioned habitation 
upon the earth, was, as compared with this, a museum 
of modern improvements. Here were indications of an 
antiquity beside which his own homestead was a frivolous 
babe. 

The carved ceiling, the panelled wainscot,white but discolor- 

ed, that extended to the cornice; 
the long mantel, the 
faded tapestry, 


It was to keep him twenty-four hours 

from London, where his time was 

worth something ; and all for a useless 
ceremony of no possible benefit to anybody. 
That a young man should travel forty miles in 
a drenching rain to bore an old lady because she once knew his grand- 
father, was a folly for which he could find no justification. His only 
solace was from the consciousness of his own wisdom in selecting for 
this errand a day so atrociously uncomfortable that its loss was of 





PorTRAIT OF HIMSELF!’ 





“Tue PorTRAIT IN AMERICA HAD COME TO LiFE.”’ 


the curious old portraits, all formed a harmony so solemn 
and subduing that he shrunk from moving about for fear 
of awakening some indefinable thing whose slumbers he 
might disturb. As his gaze moved reverentially along the 
walls it fell upon a little portrait that caused him an unex- 


pected sensation. His eyes opened wider in surprise as he 
looked more carefully to make sure it was no deception. 

A portrait of himself ! 

He arose, and going nearer, made a closer investigation. 
His own self was staring calmly back, amiably but with 
seriousness, and certainly there was no mistake. He blinked, 
then drew his hand across his eyes. His mystification was 
complete. And there was something weird and upsetting 
in thus scrutinizing a face so unmistakably his own. 
He was hopelessly puzzled; but, a moment later, he under- 
stood. At home the older people had often spoken of 
the striking resemblance between his grandfather and him- 
self ; so striking was it that at the same age they could have 


passed fortwins. And this, probably, was a portrait he had 
given to the original of the painting in America. He smiled 
at this further unfolding of the old gentleman’s secret. 

The rustling of a gown caused him to wheel suddenly 
about and to face a second surprise far more upsetting and 
important than the first. 

The portrait in America had come to life and was stand- 
ing before him. Young, fresh, with a girlish figure, and 
the same eyes; her hair arranged precisely as in the like- 
ness beyond the sea. She returned his look with an expres- 
sion of astonishment more intense than his own. The lips 
parted—those lips with double curves he knew so well! 
She uttered a whispered exclamation, then took a back- 
ward step, in serious alarm, and groped about with a hand, 
as if seeking support. Cyrus, in his own excitement, 
neglected to remember that this young lady had every reason 
to believe that she was confronted by the spirit of a youth 
who had sat for the likeness behind him over fifty years ago. 
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He came nearer to get a better look, and she retreated, 
step by step, as he approached. Finally, recalling himself, 
he apologized : 

“I beg your pardon, but I am so familiar with your face— 
I mean I have seen your portrait so often—that is, a portrait 
of your grandmother, perhaps, that I was very much 
surprised.” 

Thereupon she recovered her own composure and waved 
him toward a chair. 

“ Please be seated,” and she placed herself upon a little sofa 
some distance away. This extreme formality embarrassed 
him. Then, partly from habit, and partly from that mental 
vacuum which visits the best of men at critical moments, he 
alluded to the weather. 

“It is a pleasant day.” 

She looked toward the storm that was blowing the rain in 
drenching sheets across the lawn, and answered with a 
serious face: 

"Yes, it 1s." 

Then there was a pause which she was the first to 
break. 

“My grandmother will be ready to see you ina moment. 
She is an invalid and seldom comes down stairs.” 

What a pleasant voice! It was low and soft, and he 
waited a moment in the hope that she would go on and say 
something more. Regarding her more carefully he was 


struck anew by the amazing resemblance to the picture. No 
painter, whatever his skill, could have reproduced, with 
greater faithfulness or with more precision, the details of 


the face before him. As she looked up from the folded 
hands in her lap and encountered his earnest gaze, she 
seemed surprised and somewhat embarrassed. Ashamed 
of thus staring her out of countenance he hastened to re- 
trieve himself. 

“Tt is curious a likeness painted so long ago should bear 
such a startling resemblance to another person.” 

Involuntarily her eyes moved to the little portrait near the 
chimney, then back to the speaker. There certainly was no 
doubt of the resemblance. The painting was an accurate 
transcript in color, features and expression of his own face, 
which at that moment was turned toward the window. He 
was doing his best to think of an appropriate remark. There 
was something in this girl’s presence that stimulated him to 
a brilliant effort, yet his head was never so empty. 

“Yes, it is quite remarkable,” she acquiesced. 

Then with a glance in which he intended to convey only 
as much admiration as was consistent with a first interview, 
he added: “ Attractive as it is, however, it falls far short of 
doing justice to the descendant of the sitter.” 

She looked at him in surprise. And at this moment he 
detected, for the first time, that expression he knew so well 
as of repressing a smile. For a second the smile became 
almost perceptible, then disappeared. 

“This is a case,” he continued, “that proves a portrait 
can be a truthful likeness, and yet miss the greatest charm 
of the person whom at the present moment it most 
resembles.” 
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Again she regarded him with wide-open eyes. She had 
heard that men were vain, but for this stupendous over- 
powering mixture of simplicity and conceit she was un- 
prepared. To be sure he was the first American she had 
ever met, and this inspired her to an heroic effort to con- 
sider him from his own point of view. With his best smile 
he went on: 

“No face could make a stronger impression, for no face 
that I have ever seen represents so much that is lovable and 
winning.” 

Her lips parted for a polite acquiescence, but the voice 
failed to respond. In this man’s complacent vanity there 
was something so grotesque, so overwhelming and incredi- 
ble, that her organs of speech suffered a temporary paralysis. 
She sat facing him in dumb surprise. Cyrus saw this look 
but mistook its cause. He now remembered that English 
girls were considered more simple than their American 
cousins; that their wits were less nimble and their percep- 
tions duller. She evidently had not understood him. He 
must use a heavier hand. Guided by this happy thought he 
added : 

“In the portrait, while the hair, the eyes and mouth are 
all of exquisite beauty, one cannot help feeling, in spite of its 
wealth of expression, that the artist has not done justice to 
the living face it so strongly resembles.” 

She began to be annoyed, and somewhat alarmed. And 
yet, with her alarm, she felt a sympathy. In spite of his 
nauseating vanity, the voice and bearing were those of a gen- 
tleman, and there was something in his manner that belied 
the vainglory of his words. Cyrus was quick to perceive that 
these speeches were unwelcome. Leaning back in his chair, 
he concluded by saying : 

“Excuse me if my speaking in this way has offended 
you, but you would understand if you could see the 
portrait.” 

“T am familiar with your portrait.” 

“ With my portrait ?” 

“You mean that one, I suppose ?”’ and she nodded toward 
the chimney. 

Cyrus blushed to the very roots of his straw-colored hair. 
What an ass she must think him! 

“Oh, no! Please don’t think that!” he exclaimed, 
with a melancholy attempt at a smile. “I referred to 
the portrait of yourself—I mean your grandmother—that is 
in America !”’ 

Again he saw the familiar look as if she had just been 
laughing, or was on the verge of it. This increased his em- 
barrassment, and he began a further explanation. But there 
was a step in the hall as of a lame person, and with it the 
rustle of an approaching gown. He felt a serious grudge 
against her grandmother for arriving at such a moment. As 
the old lady entered he looked in vain for some resemblance 
to the painting in America; but whatever similarity might 
formerly have existed had evidently long since departed. 
Even the features and proportions of the head seemed 
altered. The upper lip was longer, the whole face heavier, 
and, it appeared to him, of a harder expression than in the 





‘““HE MADE A LOW Bow.” 


olden days. He made 
a low bow and advanced to take the hand 
of welcome when offered. 

“Your grandmother says as she is 
ready to see the gentleman, Miss Ethel, and ‘opes he will 
walk upstairs.” 

Cyrus straightened up. Another blush, hotter than the 
first, spread over his face, and he felt it behind his ears as it 
wandered leisurely to the back of his neck and tingled down 
his spine. 

“ Very well,” the young lady answered, “ we will go up at 
once.” 

Cyrus turned his eyes toward Miss Vedder's face. In her 
own eyes and about the edges of her mouth he found the 
exasperating look that used to mystify him in the portrait, 
but now intensified to a positive smile; gentle and evanes- 
cent, half mischievous, and evidently enjoyable to the owner. 
And this time really there. At this another blush, deeper, 
hotter, and slower than the last crawled over his angry face 
and then, as it were, seated itself to further enjoy the situa- 
tion. With these ancestral blushes, which only assailed him 
when least endurable, he had also inherited a hot, sudden 
little temper ; and for the moment he felt a strong desire to 
slam a door in these women’s faces and march out into the 
storm. 

When he fully recovered his senses he was upstairs in 
a large, old-fashioned chamber, talking calmly and with 
outward amiability to the unmistakable original of the 
portrait. The hair was white; the features changed with 
passing years, but it was a handsome, kindly, high-bred face, 
and he felt like offering a humble apology when he compared 
it with the tough old visage of the housekeeper. Mrs. Caine- 
Vedder gave him a cordial welcome, was sincerely glad to 
see him, and insisted upon his promising them a little visit. 
The result was that three days later Cyrus, with his trunk, 
came down from London for a fortnight’s sojourn in this 
weather-stained, ivy-bound, restful old homestead. 


Ill. 


In the deep recess of one of the Tudor 
windows of the drawing-room were 
seated Cyrus and the granddaughter of 
the portrait. It was the golden twilight 
of an October afternoon, that mysterious 
hour when the human being with a 
poem in his soul finds it toying with 
his brains; when proudest hearts yield 
to the bondage that, since love began, 
has brought unspeakable happiness 
or enduring grief. Then is the hour 
for care and circumspection; and 
then is the hour when care and circum- 

spection are offensive to a lover’s soul. 
The maiden’s eyes were turned toward the 
light, looking over the unkept lawn to the 
-golden band along the western sky. Her 
thoughts might be many miles away, but 
the young man was not deceived by appear- 
ances. While she gazed thus absently upon 
nothing in particular he, with no assumption of 
indifference, was studying in beatific content 
the dainty head and face that seemed un- 
conscious of his existence. But the dark eyes at last turned 
slowly toward him. 
“Is it the custom in America to stare ata girl until she 
has to leave the room?” 
“Yes; when there is nothing else to look at.” 
“ There is your own portrait. It seems to excite your en- 
thusiasm more than anything else in the house.” 
“Rub it in! You don’t mind hitting a man when he’s 
down.” 
“But you are never down. 
“Why do you say that ?” 
“Because you are irrepressible. 
endurable.” 
“ Thank you. 


You are always up.” 


At times almost un- 


I wonder if all English girls are so subtle 
in their praises ; so overflowing with gentleness and tender 
consideration for others ?” 


“No. But they would be if pursued day after day by ob- 
noxious invaders who insisted upon marrying them in spite 
of themselves. If from unexpected corners wherever they 
went offers of marriage were perpetually jumping out at 
them. Take to-day asa specimen. This morning all the 
time we rode, and afterwards at golf, then all through the 
woods to the village and back, the same persistent, sulky, 
bullying foreigner at my elbow insisting that I shall fall in 
love with him. And here you are again; and you have 
been at it for an hour!” 

With a long-drawn sigh the haughty little head leaned 
wearily back against the panelling of the window. Cyrus 
seemed absorbed in the sunset and made no reply. There 
was a long pause, which at last she broke by asking: 

“Is it getting ready for a storm?” 

“Probably. That is the usual condition of this unpleasant 
little island.” 
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‘““You MUSTN’T CALL ME THAT.” 


After another silence he continued : 

“‘ Although I shall never see you again, I am glad to have 
been here.” 

“ Thank you.” 

“T am glad to have seen with my own eyes a type of 
woman I had read about, but in whose existence I never be- 
lieved—the woman of inviting exterior, still young, yet with 
a heart too cold and tough for human affection. A parrot 
or a fat old cat will easily absorb whatever superfluous love 
you will ever bestow upon anything outside yourself.” 

A faint smile came into the face of Miss Ethel Vedder, 
but Cyrus missed it. 

‘“‘] suppose,” he went on, “you will marry the usual bad 
mannered, long upper-lipped, self-satisfied, dull-witted, 
brandy and soda Englishman.” 

“Tf I can catch him.” 

From his end of the window came a long-drawn sigh, 


followed by a gentle humming and a poor accompaniment by 
his fingers on a pane of glass. ‘“ Well, after to-morrow you 
will be rid of me,” and he arose and strode. away from the 
window. With his hands in his pockets he stood gazing 
gloomily upon the full length portrait of a cavalier. 

“Who is this mean-faced old fool in pantalettes ?” 

Her eyes turned lazily in that direction. 

“A gentleman who used to force his way into private 
houses and insult the ancestors of his hostess.” 

Cyrus smiled, and returning to the window resumed his 
seat, but this time the distance between himself and the lady 
was considerably less. Leaning forward, he began earnestly : 

“Oh, Ethel——” 

“You mustn’t call me that.” 

“Why keep this up ? You know I love you sincerely, with 
my whole soul as I never——” 

“There you go again!” and with a sigh, as from a patient 
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spirit that is finally goaded beyond endurance, she arose and 
walked away. He followed and stood beside her, near the fire. 

“Very well, then, you shall have no more of it. I have 
annoyed you for the last——” 

“Did you do that?” she interrupted in an excited whis- 
per, catching him by the arm and pointing toward the wall. 

“Do what ?” 

“The paper in that frame! Did you put it there?” 

He saw something white, like the corner of a note, pro- 
jecting from the inner edge of the frame that held the little 
portrait of his grandfather. 

“No. I did not.” 

In her agitation she appeared to forget her antipathy to 
the young man and the grasp upon his arm was not relaxed. 

“T will tell you something,” she went on, in the same 
hurried whisper. ‘No, I won’t either,” and withdrawing 


her hand, she advanced timidly toward the picture, took the 
paper from its place and went over to the window. There 
she read it very carefully, once, and then a secondtime. He 
had followed her across the room, and as she stood before 
him in the glow of the fading sunset, another and a deeper 
glow came creeping over her face. 


Lowering her eyes, and 
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in a voice so faint that he bent forward to catch it, she said: 

“‘T think, on the whole, that I will tell you.” Then, turn- 
ing away her eyes to avoid his own, she continued: “One 
evening, about this hour, a month or two ago, I was sitting 
in that old chair facing your port—your grandfather’s por- 
trait—and I was wondering if the original of the face was as 
interesting as the picture.” 

“ Really, did you do that ?” 

“But that was before meeting the obnoxious American 
who happens to resemble it.” 

“ That speech is more like you,” and he turned away and 
looked out the window. 

“Well, as I sat there I saw, in the dim light, the edge of a 
note, and as I watched the little white point it came further 
and further out, as if slowly pushed from behind. I thought 
I must be dreaming, but there it certainly was, and no 
human hands were near it. You may think me silly, but I 
was frightened and left the room. I came back, however, 
mustered all my’courage and took it to my chamber. There 
were two lines : 


‘* If in all this world there’s a girl like you, 
Then count me a lover staunch and true.” 




















CHRISTMAS IN 


THE SUBURBS OF CAIRO. 
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As these words reached his ears, Cyrus bent forward in 
speechless astonishment with a look so strained and so eager 
that she stopped short in her story. 

“Why, what is the matter?” 

“Did you answer that note?” he asked, still bending for- 
ward with the keenest interest. 

“Ta.” 

“ And you tucked your answer in the frame yonder ?” 

“Fa.” 

“ And you wrote: 

‘* Thank you, but I have no mind 
For a lover so perversely blind.” 

It was the young lady’s turn to be surprised, and her eyes 
opened wide in amazement. 

“Why, how did you know?” 

“Because I received itin America. I found it in the 
corner of the portrait of yourself where I placed the first.” 

“* You placed the first! You wrote it?” 

“T did.” 

She took a step backward and leaned against the side of the 
window. With her astonishment there was alsoa touch of fear. 

“ But, tell me,” he said, ‘““why you wrote ‘perversely 
blind?’ Why was I blind?” 

“Because the stupid youth who sent the message had his eyes 
upon meall the time; and yet pretended to doubt my existence.” 

Cyrussmiled. “Ofcourse! And I hardly slept that night 
for trying to guess what you meant.” 

‘“‘ Then you wrote this one, too?” and she held forth 
the note that was just received. 

He read it aloud: 

‘* Why do you say Iam blind? Why give such a mean- 
ingless answer when you know I am in earnest? For me 


your face shall always be the first and dearest. 


‘* Please answer. ce. i.” 


“Yes, I wrote it. Why 


didn’t you answer ?” 


These are my initials. 


UPON HIS HONOR. 
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For a moment she was too much overcome to reply. 
Gazing at him in silence she was wondering what inexplica- 
ble power has seen fit to concern itself with this affair. It 
was supernatural; so fairy-like and miraculous, so beyond 
her comprehension that it brought a feeling of awe, and a 
mild, indefinable terror. But when he repeated his question 
she answered : 

“How could I? It was getting too serious, and I had 
no idea from whom it came. And besides, to tell the 
truth, I was a little frightened. In fact Iam now,” 
she added with a nervous laugh, “ for it is all very 
mysterious. How do you explain it?” 

Cyrus smiled and came a little nearer. 

“By the intervention of an immortal messenger ; 
the little god who helps true lovers.” 

Again the color was in her cheeks, and that look about the 
mouth he knew so well; then a smile that set his pulse to 
beating faster. 


“Perhaps you are right,” she said, and held out her hands. 
But the young man ignored the hands, and took the girl 
herself into his arms. J. A. Mitchell. 


CHRISTMAS BELL. 


Tama bell, a 
Christmas bell, 
and when 
that day is here, 
with joy do I begin to 
swell: my voice gets loud and clear. 

I can't keep still because I feel that 
Christmas /ee/, you know, and so with 
laughter do I peal, and thrill from top to 
toe. I vibrate with pulsations keen from 
early morn till night, and not a thought 
that’s low or mean can wing its crook- 
ed flight through air that’s penetrated by 

the sounds of my rich voice. And that is 
just one reason why on Christmas you rejoice, 
and feel so good toward everyone: because you see, 
just when your petty troubles have begun to pierce 
your mortal ken, my voice comes ringing through your 
ears. ‘* Heigho! it’s Christmas time,” you say. ‘* Away 
all doubts and fears!” I keep your hearts in chime. And 
so let Christmas reign o’er all, and with your hearts quite free, 
come, gather near my silver call and have a chime with me ! 
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KING CHRISTMAS COMES. 
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‘“ STUCK ON HIS SHAPE,” 
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‘* DROP THAT PACK, AND THROW UP YOUR HANDS! SORRY TO TROUBLE YOU, BUT I 
GOT LEFT OUT LAST YEAR, AND I AIN’T TAKING ANY CHANCES THIS ONE.” 











FIDE ET AMORE. 


Such subtleties her mind conceals— 
Her head turned with the notion 

That life’s a void, unless one feels 
Each day a new emotion ! 

I would not have her prim, ’tis true, 
But her provoking ways 

Do pique me so the cost I rue 
Of bonbons and bouquets. 


Y lady’s very fond of me 
When seated by her side, 

And yet she flirts at every tea 
With men she can’t abide. 

At home to all the bores that call, 
She sets her cap for beaux, 

And whether I her heart enthrall 
I’m sure she never knows. 


I feel that life’s a sad affair 
And love’s a foolish dream; 
The joys I taste one might compare 
To skimmed milk, not whipped cream, 
And yet, grown cynical with years, 
It brims my cup with bliss 
When all my smoldering doubts and fears 
Are smothered with a kiss ! 


She poses somewhat as a prude, 
But late at night doth pore, 
With mind alert, in changeful mood, 
O’er novels, by the score, 
By Loti, Bourget and Belot, 
While those who know her say 
It is her habit to forego 
All things the least risqué. 
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‘6 NOT GUILTY. 
S usual!” 


It was Christmas eve in a little flat in Harlem, and 
the husband and father had just come in from his work at 
the office. His face, thoughtful and preoccupied, betrayed 
all too well that he was a man absorbed in one idea, and 
yet a careful observer would have noticed on this particular 
evening a slight twinkle in his eye, which indicated some- 
thing out of the ordinary. 

“Yes, dear,” said his wife, as she came out to greet him, 
“as usual, I suppose I shall have to remind you of the time. 
Wrapped up in your work, you take little note of the days 
or their significance. I haven’t the least doubt in the world 
that you have forgotten altogether that this is Christmas eve.” 

“ Say no more, Sarah,” replied her husband, as he took 
an envelope out of his pocket and handed it triumphantly 
to his wife. ‘This time I did not forget. Here are enough 
greens to trim the whole place.”’ 


A STEP HIGHER. 
OBBLE: Since Van Scandle ceased to be 
a reporter, he has been doing very well. 
STONE: What at? 
COBBLE: He learned to break into houses so 
successfully that he has become a burglar. 


NO USE. 

RS. THIRDLY: None of the girls have 
volunteered to trim the church this 

Christmas. 
THE REv. Mr. 
THIRDLY: Why not? 
“They are all en- 

gaged.” 


HIS WAY. 
RS. BINGO: I 
wish you would 
tell that servant girl 
that we don’t require 
her any more. 
BINGO: Certainly, 
my dear. (Later to 
servant.) Bridget, 
Mrs. Bingo wants to 
see you. 


oe py 
ANY a youth Z “ail a 4 
has thought he : . " 
was “called to the min- 
istry,” when nothing 
was the matter with ee 
him but dyspepsia. 








HERE is no glue 
that will mend 
in the case of a man 
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who goes to pieces. LIFE’s PATENT UNICYCLE OBSERVATION TOWER DOG-CART. 
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NOT THE SAME GIRL. 


O you remember, dear,” he wrote, 
‘**Twas just one year ago, 
When I kissed you so fervently 
Beneath the mistletoe ? 


6 


‘* T wonder if you've quite forgot ; 
Or if it is a bore 
To now recall, that on that spot 
I took—well, several more. 


‘* Since then i have not seen you, dear: 
You know I’ve been away ; 
And other loves, maybe, have come 
And veiled from you that day. 





CHRISTMAS ADVICE FOR A MILLIONAIRE. 
LTHOUGH handicapped by your circum- 
stances, it is not impossible for you to ex- 
tract some comfort from Christmas. One of the 
best rules is not to allow yourself to think about 
your condition. You would gladly swap places 
and stomachs with some poor devil who has to 
earn his own living, but do not dwell upon this. 
Instead, ascertain the address of some misguided 
philanthropist who is in the habit of giving a 
Christmas dinner to a lot of ragamuffins. Get him 
to take you to the place and view the moving 
spectacle. He will be glad to have you see it and 
it will be a source of considerable amusement to 
you. Then, after you have been driven home, you 
can estimate the cost per plate and the number 
fed, and easily ascertain how much you have saved 
by not doing the same thing. This will cast a 
gentle glow over the remainder of your holiday, 
and help you to enjoy what otherwise might be a 
cheerless Christmas. 








T will everremain a mystery why George Wash- 
ington never went fishing. 


‘* But your sweet face is just as fresh 
As when I saw you last. 
I hear your voice—it thrills me still 
As in that hour long past. 


‘* Say, sweetheart, are you just the same 
Since time has taken flight 
And we stood heart to heart? If so, 
Then bid me come to-night.” 


‘* Dear sir,” she wrote, ‘‘ I’m in receipt 
Of yours of even date. 
It would be quite impossible 
To see you as you state. 


‘* T am engaged to-night. But if 
Some striking truths you’d hear : 

T send with this two tickets to 
My talk on ‘Woman’s Sphere ’’ 
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Tom Masson. 






























HE TEACHER: Patrick, why didn’t the lions eat Daniel when 

he was put among them ? 
“Shure, mum, Oi don’t know, onless dey were good Catolicks and 
it happened on a Fridhay.” 














“I say, BELLA, IF WE WERE ON’Y SAVAGES WHAT A SPLENDID CHRIST- 
MAS WE COULD HAVE!” 
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CHRISTMAS ADVICE FOR A BABY. 

EING too young as yet to understand the real signifi- 
cance of Christmas, not much will be expected of you. 

You can, however, do your part. Crying is, of course, always 
in order, and although somewhat hackneyed, can be carried 
on to great advantage during the day and evening. To this 
can be added, just as the guests are seated at the dinner table, 
unmistakable signs of 4#édtkés, or common colic. When 
everybody has gotten up from the table to come to your 
rescue, you can quiet down. After they are seated, begin 
again. Redouble your efforts when any one but your mother 
takes you up. This will please her and disconcert the rest. 
By being alert and using your talents in the right direction, 
you can have the doctor sent for twice and keep everybody 
in a pleasurable state of excitement until Christmas is num- 
bered with the past. You will find it hard work, but it pays. 


THE BULLET-PROOF VEST. 





‘* LADIES AND GENTLEMEN, DIS YOUNG MAN HAS KINDLY CON- 
SENTED TO SHOOT AT ME AT TWENTY PACES,” 




















‘DE YOUNG MAN WAS NERVOUS, I FEAR, BUT YOU WILL NOTICE 
DE VEST REMAINS UNPUNCTURED.” 
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SA a says the New-York /ndependent. ‘‘ It never dis- 
, THE CENTURY a ttn us," writes these of the New-York 
' ILLUSTRATED times. The leading magazine feature of the 
eMONTH LY@ comin year will be a new novel by Mrs. Hum- 
phry Ward, author of ‘‘ Robert Elsmere,”’ ‘‘ Mar- 
cella,” etc., which The Century has secured, with 
all rights of serial publication in England and 
America. Novelettes by W. D. Howells, F. Hop- 
kinson Smith, Mary Hallock Foote and Amelia 
E. Barr will appear, with important contributions 
from Marion Crawford, Henry M. Stanley, George 
Kennan, Captain Alfred T. Mahan, Dr. Albert 
Shaw, and many other well-known writers. The 
November Century is the ae Number, 
celebrating the beginning of the fifty-first vol- 
ume. December is a great Christmas issue, containing a complete 


‘*Never more abreast of the times than now,” 
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fj novelette by Rudyard Kipling, reproductions of twelve of Tissot’s fa- 

‘ a mous paintings of the life of Christ, ete. The volume begins with No- | 

; vember; $4.00 a year. For $5.00 new subscribers can have a year's sub- | 
= scription from November, and the numbers of the past twelve months con- 


taining all of the first part of Professor Sloane's great Life of Napoleon. 


a < A Subscription to St. Nicholas. « the king of au 


publications for boys and girls’’ begins a great volume with the No- 
: vember number. It will contain ‘‘ Letters to a Boy,”’ by Robert Louis 
Stevenson ; a splendid serial story of boy-life at the time of the founding 
of Christianity, by W. O. Stoddard, with serials and short stories by 
J. T. Trowbridge, Sarah Orne Jewett, Rudyard Kipling, Mrs. Burton 
Harrison, Tudor Jenks, John Burroughs, and other well-known writers. 
Everything in St. Nicholas is illustrated. A subscription costs $3.00, 










« who wish to use a subscription as a Christmas present. 


q > e « | 
The Century Dictionary. A gift that will be most wel- 

edt come to any one. The great standard encyclopedic dictionary of the 

English-speaking world, without a rival in its special field. Edited by 

Prof. W. D. Whitney and a corps of specialists. Send to the publishers 


b.) Jor particulars. Pp 
G< The Century Cyclopedia of Names. 4 new and 


revised edition just issued of this marvelous pronouncing and defining 
dictionary of proper names in geography, biography, mythology, fic- 


—< 


~ Pe tion, art, history, etc. First edition issued a year ago, and the 32d | 
thousand already printed. One volume. Send to the publishers for par- | 
ticulars. 


‘em Jungle Books by Rudyard Kipling. tie cigi- 
ws nal Jungle Book, now in its 23d thousand, unanimously pronounced a 
és classic. The Second Jungle Book, just issued, containing the latest of | 
these remarkable stories. A great number of ornamental cuts, initials, 
etc., scattered through the book are by Mr. Kipling’s father. Each 
Jungle Book, in handsome cloth binding, about 300 pages, $1.50. 


ty 
A, 
TA e e 
‘ “ Electricity for Everybody. Telling in untechnical lan- 
To guage just what everybody wants to know on this subject. By Philip 
ie Atkinson ; 100 illustrations, 240 pages, cloth, $1.50. 


oF, Beautiful Art Books. Old Dutch and Flemish Masters, 

\‘ engravings by Timothy Cole, with text by John C. Van Dyke, the en- 

gravings including reproductions from Rembrandt, Hals, Rubens, and 

8 many‘others. Superroyal octavo, I92 pages, cloth, $7.50. (Two lim- 

4 : ited editions; particulars on request.) Old Italian Masters, engravings 
by Timothy Cole, with text by W. J. Stillman, $10.00. 


Ti" 
ha" Books on Municipal Government. yunicipa 


Government in Great Britain and Municipal Government in Continen- 








e tal Europe, by Dr. Albert Shaw, two books that are invaluable to all 
4 w who are interested in the matter of municipal reform; 8vo, about 500 | 
in le pages each, $2.00 
gy, Poems by James Whitcomb Riley and 
D> Others. Poems Here at Home, containing the best work of the | 





famous Hoosier poet, illustrated by E. W. Kemble ; cloth $1.50; vel- 
lum, $2.50! Five Books of Song, by Richard \Watson Gilder, 240 pages, 
cloth, $1.50; The Winter Hour, by Robert Underwood Johnson, $1.00. | 
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Che Century Co’s Christmas Suggestions. 


MA A Subscription to The Century Magazine. | Books of Biography. 4 new edition of the Personal 





Memoirs of U. S. Grant, now published by this Company, set from new 
type, printed on fine paper, with new maps, illustrations, etc., and re- 
vised by Col. Frederick D. Grant. A handsome “library edition ’’ of 
one of the most famous books of modern times. In two volumes, cloth, 
$5.00; half morocco, $10.00; three-quarter levant, $15.00. Abraham 
Lincoln: A History. The authorized life of Lincoln, by his private 
secretaries, Nicolay and Hay,—‘‘a classic in the literature of the 
world.”" Trade edition reduced in price. Ten volumes, 5,000 pages, 
00 full-page illustrations, cloth, $20.00; sheep, $30.00; half morocco, 
en three-quarter levant, $45.00. Abraham Lincoln; Complete 
Works, comprising hisspeeches, letters, state papers and miscellaneous 
writings. Really a record of Mr. Lincoln's life as related by himself. 
‘It at once takes its place in every American library of any preten- 
sions" Two volumes, 8vo, cloth, $10.00; full sheep, $12.00; half 
morocco, $15.00; half levant, $15.00. Washington in Lincoin’s Time- 
Reminiscences of the great War President and of statesmen and poli- 
ticians of his time, by Noah Brooks; 300 pages, $1.25. Life in the 
Tuileries under the’Second Empire, by Anna L. Bicknell, who was for 
nine years a resident of the Tuileries and connected with a family in 
the court of Napoleon III.; beautifully illustrated, 275 pages, $2.25. 
Sonya Kovalévsky. The authorized American edition of a work whic 
is exciting great interest in Europe. Mr. Gladstone says, ‘‘1 have 
found it a volume of extraordinary interest "; 300 pages, $1.50. Auto= 
biography of Joseph Jefferson. One of the most delightful biographies 
of our generation, $4.00. Edwin Booth. Recollections by his daughter, 
with Booth’s letters to her and to hisfriends. Richly illustrated, $3.00. 
The Reign of Queen Anne, by Mrs. M. O. W. Oliphant, with full-page 
illustrations printed in two colors; rich binding, $5.00. Women of the 
French Salons, by Amelia Gere Mason. An entertaining volume in 
rich binding, $6.00. 


and the publishers will send a handsomely printed certificate to those Small books in Exquisite Bindings. A Ma- 


deira ter hae Dr. S. Weir Mitchell ; full sheep binding, stamped with 
rich design, $1.00. The Rivalries of Long and Short Codiac, written 
and illustrated by George Wharton Edwards, $1.00. Thumb-nail 
Sketches and P’tit Matinic’ Monotones, by the same author, respect- 
ively $1.00 and $1.25. Notes of a Professional Exile, passing impres- 
sions at Homburg, by E. S. Nadal, $1.00. 


New Cook Book. Mary Ronald’s Century Cook Book, 
containing receipts for dishes adapted to all parts of the country, with 
a New England Kitchen by Susan Coolidge. Of use to the inexperi- 
enced as weil as to the trained cook ; everything clear, proper time for 
cooking dishes, manner of serving, emergencies, etc. Economy and 
the resources of the average kitchen kept in mind. Illustrated with 150 
photographic reproductions of dishes; unique and attractive. €00 
pages, $2.00. 


New Novels. An Errant Wooing, by Mrs. Burton Harrison, a 


romance of travel, illustrated with photographic reproductions of views 
in Gibraltar, Tangier, etc., 258 pages, cloth, $1.50. The Princess 
Sonia, a romance of girl art-life in Paris, by Julia Magruder, illustrated 
by Gibson, $1.25. Kitwyk Stories, village life in Holland, by Anna 
Eichberg King, illustrated by Edwards; cover imitation of Delft, $1.50. 


For Boys and Girls. (Ad richly illustrated.) Jack Ballis- 


ter’s Fortunes, a new book, by Howard Pyle, with the author's illustra- 
tions ($2.00); A Boy of theFirst Empire, a story-life of Napoleon, by 
Elbridge S. Brooks (sr. 50) ; The Horse Fair, famous horses of history 
and mythology, by James Baldwin ($1.50); Chris and the Wonderful 
Lamp, a delightful Arabian-Nights story, by Albert Stearns ($1.50) ; 
Hero Tales from American History, by Theodore Roosevelt and Henry 
Cabot Lodge, descriptions of famous battles and of American heroes 
($1.50); a new Brownie Book, The Brownies Through the Union, by 
Palmer Cox ; four other Brownie Books, all full of pictures and amusing 
to young and old (each $1.50) ; Bound Volumes of St. Nicholas, bound 
in two parts for the past year, a thousand pages and a thousand pic- 
tures, stories, articles, poems and jingles ($4.00), Books by Mary 
Mapes Dodge include: Donald and Dorothy, new edition ($1.50). 
The Land of Pluck, stories of Holland ($1.50); When Life is Young, 
verses for boys and girls ($1.25). The Century Bookfor Young Ameri- 
cans, the story of the government, by Elbridge S. Brooks, with pref- 
ace by General Horace Porter, is a standard book in homes and 
schools,—200 engravings ($1.50); other books for boys and girls pub- 
lished by The Century Co. are by Charles F. Lummis, Mrs. C. V. 
Jamison, Oliver Herford, Peter Newell, Walter Camp, Brander 
Matthews, Joel Chandler Harris, Tudor Jenks, W. O. Stoddard, 
Maurice Thompson, Charles E. Carryl, and others. 


Send to The Century Co., Union Square, New York, for a copy of the interesting ‘‘ Portrait Catalogue.” 
Ask to see the Century Co's books at the stores. Sold everywhere or sent, post-baid, by the publishers. 
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‘*SHE HAS MARRIED THE MAN SHE WANTED.” 
‘*THAT’S NOTHING TO MARRYING THE MAN SOME OTHER GIRL WANTS.” 











Unchangeable— 
Will not crock— 


Perspiration will 






not discolor it. 







Look for this on every yard of the Selvage. 





ante” ie 
CUCL SUS as liich 


To be had at all Dry Goods Lining Counters. 





A Sit of Surrham Silver 


gives pleasure To all concerned~ 


THE ONE WHO GIVES IT Knows 


that if is the slandard 
in High Crt Silverware. 


THE ONE WHO RECEIVES IT Know 


thal both in material 
and workmanship it 
15 The bes. 


Many new and beau- 
Tiful designs are now 
ready for your inspect- 
lon. These have been 
in process of manu- 
facture during Tle pasl 


year especially for The 
Holiday Season 


CE oe lla mee Gorham SMifg Cu 


bo eae | Silversiniths 
we Broadway & 19°St New York 











PUNCH 


INGREDIENTS OF AN 





AMATEUR PUNCH. 
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Have you thought 
of Cut Glass in con- 
— Holiday 
Have you ever been in a 


Gifts ? } 
Store exclusively devoted 


to the sale of Cut Glass? Have you 
any idea what is made in Cut Glass? 
If you cannot call, write us for a 
pamphlet. 


DORFLINGER'S C. Dorflinger & Sons, 
AMERICAN ai 915 Broadway, 


CUT Fh 
GLASS. \Géi 


MARK. 


(near 21st St.), 


cement York. 








(MARIANI WINE) 
THE IDEAL FRENCH TONIC. 


‘¢ Vin Mariani is ideal, it 
is both remarkably agree= 
able and fortifying.”’ 


CAROLUS DURAN. 


Ar Dreveersts & Fancy Grocers. Avorn Sunstrrvrions. 
Sent free, if this paper is mentioned, 
Descriptive Book, Portraits and Autographs 
of Celebrities. 


MARIANI & CO., 
Panis: 41 Roulevard Haussmann, 62 West 15th St., New Yorx. 
Lonpon ; 239 Oxford Street. 
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’ J By the Author of ““CHIMMIE FADDEN.” NEW GIFT BOOKS. 


“A Story that holds your attention.”—Droch, zn Life. 
, THE CITY OF THE SULTANS. tre comin or the 
A DAUG H T E R Bosphorus. By Clara Erskine Clement. Handsomely illustrated with 


photogravures from photographs. Small 8vo, cloth. Elaborate cover. 


$3.00. 
OF TH E i EN E M E N I “ A companion to the popular ‘‘ ITALIAN CITIEs,” to which series the writer of 
the present volume contributed the ‘‘ QUEEN OF THE ADRIATIC” and ‘* NAPLES: 


THE CITY OF PARTHENOPE.” 
Lt #2 By E.W.TOWNSEND. THE SALON OF [ 895 The new volume of the greatest 
pa i ea Se Oy photogravures—INCLUDING 12 IN conaea oat ‘ae of this 





k 










E. W. KEMBLE. year’s Salon exhibits. Imperial 8vo, red silk cloth, with palette 
design. $10.00. 


ROB ROY—THE BETROTHED and THE 


By Sir Walter Scott. Handsome new holiday 
BY THE SAME AUTHOR. TALISMA - editions. With introduction and notes by Andrew 


Large 12mo, Cloth, $1.75. 





63d Edition. Illustrated. Lang. Handsomely illustrated with etchings and photogravures, on 
Japanese paper. Each 2 vols., 8vo, cloth. $6.00. 
CHIMMIE FADDEN Companion editions to ‘ ROMOLA, ‘ii Last Days OF POMPEII,” ‘‘ RIENZI,” 
j ** IVANHOE,” ‘* KENILWORTH AND HEART OF MIDLOTHIAN.” 


MAJOR MAX, and other stories JULI A By William Ware. Handsomely printed from new 

» type, and illustrated with historic scenes. Small 8vo, 
cloth, gilt top, uniform with our holiday editions of ‘‘ZENOBIA” and 
“ AURELIAN,” each copy in a box. $2.50. 


12mo, Cloth, $1.00. 


EDWARD W. 
TOWNSEND 


a. ve ean, | MICTOR HUGO'S LETTERS TO HIS WIFE. 


i. ee etnias CHIMMIE FADDEN EXPLAINS, They are included in no editions of his writings. Translated by 


Nathan Haskell Dole. 12mo, cloth, extra. $1.50. 
MAJOR MAX EXPOUNDS. 


12mo, Cloth, $1.00, 











ILLUSTRATED BY E.W.KEMBLE For sale by booksellers generally, or sent by mail, postpaid, on receipt of price 


by the publishers. 
310-318 Sixth Avenue, 
1. LOVELL, CORYELL & CO., New York. ESTES & LAURIAT, Boston. 


J. B. SPLICER, Preszdent. F. YOUNGHUSBAND, 7Zveasiurer. O. SPOONER, Gen'l Manager. 


The Halcyon Matrimonial Co. 























Procures desirable partners 
for those matrimonially 
inclined. 


FULL PARTICULARS WITH 
BEST REFERENCES 








REQUIRED. 
High social position ; father is one of the wealthiest Impressive widower and distinguished explorer. 
bankers in Chicago. Would accept English, French or Seeks jiady of wealth and endurance who can rough it 
Italian nobleman of ancient family and high rank. in wild countries and is not afraid of exposure. She 
‘ Duke or Marquis preferred. Must be under 40 or over must climb, shoot, wash, cook, and sleep out of doors 
70 years of age. when necessary. 
SCHEDULE OF RATES. 
For Candidates under 30 years of age, - $50.00) Payable at {For Candidates between 45 and 60,_~—- $75.00 
= between 30 and 45, - - 60.00f Nuptials. 1 ‘ ‘* 60 ‘£100, - - 95.00 





A preliminary deposit of $25 to be made in all cases. 
Address all communications to HALCYON MATRIMONIAL CO., 21 West 31st St., N. Y. 
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THE MODELS FOR 1896 ARE READY NOW. / 
If it is your desire to confer all possible happiness ff 
for the coming year upon some dear one, here is the 
opportunity. No pleasure like bicycling. No bicycle 

{\\ like Columbia. 


\ The sift of all gifts for Christmas 


HE BEAUTIFUL ART CATALOG! and ing all 
oe Columita and Fastiord. Bicycles, can be bad tor tie asking’ by veting 

any Columbia agent, or it will be mailed for two two-cent stamps by the 
Pope Manufacturing Co., Publishing Dep’t, Hartford, Conn. 


HE COLUMBIA DESK CALENDAR is also ready. By mail for five 
two-cent stamps. Address Calendar Dep’t, Pope Manulacturing Co. 


HE PRICES OF COLUMBIAS AND HARTFORDS are the same to everybody 
alike—$J00 for Columbias, $150 for Columbia Tandems,$80, $60 or $50 for Hartfords. 
POPE MANUFACTURING CO. 
Factories and General Offices, Hartford, Conn. 


Branch Stores and Agencies in almost every city and town. If Columbias are not properly 
represented in your vicinity, let us know. 





COPYRIGHTED, 1695, BY POPE MANUFACTURING CO, 











RAYMOND & WHITCOMB 
TOURS. 


All Traveling Expenses Included. 


A WINTER IN CALIFORNIA. 


Special trains of magnificent Vestibuled Sleeping 
and Dining Cars will leave New York at frequent 
intervals for California. The tickets cover every 
expense of travel both ways, and give the holder 
entire freedom of movement on the Pacific Coast 
and for the return trip. They may be used on 
any regular train until July, 1896, or on our own 





Special Vestibuled Trains with personal escort. 


oice of routes for the outward and return trip. 
These tours are intended principally for those who 
wish to travel in the most comfortable manner. 

Tours to Atlanta Exposition, Florida, Cuba, 
Mexico, the Rocky Mountains, the Yellowstone 
National Park, Yosemite Valley, Hawaiian Islands, 
Japan, China, Europe, including Russia, etc., etc., 
in season. 

Independent Railroad and Steamship Tickets 
to all points. 

Send for descriptive book mentioning particular 
information desired. 


31 East 14th Street, Lincoln Building, 
RAYMOND &Z WHITCOMB, Union Square, New York. 
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a singular dream at_ t you last night.” ‘‘Indeed. What was it?” ‘* Why, I 
dreamed that I died and went to Heaven. I knocked at the golden gate and was 
answered by Peter, who asked my name and address and told the recording angel 
to bring his book. He had considerable difficulty in finding my name and 


HE was a bachelor, while the other man upon whom he was calling wasa 
young married man, and the visitor felt very much like a fish out of water. 

The year before they had been inseparable chums, with the same tastes, the 
same habits. Now everything waschanged. The young benedict seemed to be just 


as sociable and talkative as ever, but 
his old chum was ill at ease. He felt 
like making a bolt for the door, and 
with difficulty restrained himself. 
His nerves were at high tension, and 
he sat watching the door pathetically, 
expectantly, like the felon awaiting 
the coming of his executioner. The 
door opened finally and a woman 
weat:ng a white cap and apron 
entered with a very young baby in 
her arms. 

‘* Here he is,” said the married one. 
‘*Here’s my son and heir. Isn’t he 
a beauty, Jack, eh ?” 

Jack made some idiotic remark 
about the baby’s sex. 

‘*Oh, yes,” said the father. 
** Hadn't you heard ? It’s a boy, of 
course.” 

‘* Certainly. I might have known,” 
Jack gasped. ‘It’s got hair on its 
head.” 

The father laughed, but Jack 
looked solemn. 

‘*Baby’s got a tooth,” said the 
father proudly. 

** Only one ?” queried the bachelor, 
and then he had a brightidea. ‘ Of 
course, that needn’t worry you,” he 


said. ‘I should think you might get a false set pretty cheap. Such a small 
kid, y'know ?”—Philadelphia Record. 


THE late Dr. Yandell, of Chicago, was fond of telling the following joke: 
A lady patient one morning grected him with the remark : 


Boy: 


ENCOURAGEMENT. 
YER A DOIN’ SPLENDID FOR A FIRST ATIEMPT AT A SUMMERSAULT ! 


other three tender ones. 


hesitated so long over the entry when 
he did find it that I was terribly afraid 
something was wrong, but he sud- 
denly looked up and asked : 

‘** What did you say your name 
was?’ I told him again. ‘Why,’ 
said he, ‘ you have no business here. 
You're not due these ten or fifteen 
years yet.’ 

‘“¢Well, said I, ‘Dr. Yandell 
said—’ ‘Oh, you're one of Yandell’s 
patients, are you? That accounts 
for it. Come right in! Come right 
in! That man’s always upsetting 
our calculations in some way.’”— 
Buffalo Express. 


IT was one of Platt Evans's pleas- 
ures to teach his friends how to 
purchase tender geese, though he 
could not always get them in the 
market. One morning he saw a lot, 
and inquired how many there were, 
‘*About a dozen,” was the reply. 
‘* W-w-well,” said Platt, ‘‘ I k-k-eepa 
b-oarding-house, and my b-b-boarders 
are the biggest e-eaters you ever 
s-s-saw. P-p-pick out n-nine of the 
t-toughest you’ve g-g-got.” The 
farmer complied, and laid aside the 


Platt picked them up carefully, and, putting them in his 


basket, said, ‘‘ I b-b-believe I’ll take these three.” — A.xchange. 


‘* So he has broken his pledge ?” 
** Doctor, I had such 


‘* Yes, his weakness was too strong for him."— Boston Courier. 
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Gentlemen’s Fur Lined Coats, 


ROBES, RUGS, 
CAPS 4” GLOVES. 
11 East 19th Street, 


BETWEEN BROADWAY and 5th AVENUE. 








